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Pew to Pulpit. 



-WITH- 



RiGHTEOUs Reasons for Revision 

OF CALVIN'S Cruel Creeds. 



INTRODUCTION. 



While Pew holders must always feel respect 

For those whom their associates select 

To talk to them of spiritual things, 

And introduce them to the King of Kings, 

There is a point beyond which they can't go. 

At which, at any rate, they must go slow. 

In the retention of exploded views 

Which should be cast aside like worn out shoes! 

It is your privilege, as Time unrolls 
To knock the shackles from immortal souls, 
Who, shaking off the dusfc of past conditions. 
Will not be longer fed on old traditions! 

While inspiration for effective preaching 

You'll largely draw from old time scriptural teaching. 

Do not feel bound by medieval fetter. 

To sacrifice its spirit for its letter! 

Just here — Paul's wisdom like the dew distils, 
Hear him! "The spirit saves — the letter kills!" 
Of course you gentlemen in large majority, 
Recognize Paul, as excellent authority ! 



And if you have the "Get up and the Vim," 
Which in his life so permeated him, 
Tou will, when life's hard battle shall be over. 
And death's dark hounds have driven you to cover. 
With many a loved-one's warm congratulations, 
Eecieve your Heavenly Father's commendations! 

The pews will always claim their right to think. 
And ventilate their thought in printer's ink. 
Until men realize that "brass'' though old 
Is not as valuable as modern "gold!'' 

As Truth's grand army isn't led by fear. 
Preachers should join the loiterers in the rear, 
Until their courage — equalling their conviction. 
They'll preach the truth without the least restriction! 

We trust you gentlemen will not refuse 
•To heed these few suggestions of the pews. 
They're kindly meant — and will, if you are wise, 
The devil of ignorance, help you exorcise! 

With these few words, by way of explanation. 
You'll better understand the situation. 
And though in language — far from an adept, 
I trust, my sentiments, you'll all accept! 

The Author. 



CHRIST OR CALVIN? 



When will the church develop perspicacity 
Enough to recognize the general drift 

Of thoughtful souls of average edacity 

Toward those teachers who're disposed to sift 

"Dead cinders" from the living coals qf truth? — 
Frowning alike on Andover and Maynooth! 

All sensible souls are getting oflF the track 
Of Teachers, who with blinders on their eyes, 

Swear in their bigotry, that white is black, 
And thus perpetuate a creed of lies; 

Truth is quite equal to the task of proving 
The "Infinite God" not only just but loving! 

Why shouldn't "Creeds," drawn up by narrow minds 
Whose range of thought swept but a small horizon, 

Be torn to tatters, and upon the winds 

Of truth be blown where they'll no longer poison 

The souls of those who will not swallow error 
But turn their back on Calvin's Creed of terror? 

"Theology" is now the only field 

Where the enquiring mind is bid, forsooth — 
To halt — and then implicitly to yield 

Assent to error in the guise of Truth; 



Such methods won't succeed — Men can't be driven 
By such mean tactics into *^Calvin's" heaven! 

While some still preach what they do not believe 
And tell their conscience 'tis "conservatism," 

The father of lies is laughing in his sleeve, 
Fully endorsing Calvin's Catechism! — 

All honest souls within the church must weep 
To see the company they're thus forced to keep! 

There really seems but one course to pursue 
For those who can't believe in such a creed, 

Which is, to sift the "Truth" from old and new 
And formulate a better one instead! 

Then shall the truth of God with shield and lance 
Chase from the field conceited arrogance 

Which still dogmatically entertains 
The fiction that it owns the church's brains! 

All honor to those conscientious men 

Who wading through dry Tomes of former ages. 
Furnish the world, with gifted tongue and pen. 

The Truth as gathered from its seers and sages. 
And we have perfect faith, that though so few. 

They'll give the devil of ignorance his due! 

Why should a sound theology fear discussion? — 
If God be in it, it can't be o'erthrown. 

Though it may tremble in the sharp percussion 
Of some explosive hitherto unknown! 

Truth's advocates will always firmly stand 
Against all forms of error, lance in hand! 



Case hardened Theologians may be puzzled 
At the bold stand so many men are taking — 

The explanation is, "Truth" can't be muzzled, 
When men their old time views are fast forsaking 

And can't believe in Jonathan Edward's God, 

Who makes his children wade to him through blood! 

Christ taught not thus, but tells his followers rather. 
In many a parable and touching story — 

That God, with all the instincts of a father. 
Invites his offspring to a home in glory, 

And then, lest they might possibly miss their way. 

Tells them to follow "Jesus" day by day! 

The horrid doctrine of a child's damnation 
As taught by Edwards, Augustine and others 

Should not be mentioned but with execration 
By God appointed, loving fathers and mothers. 

Of whom 'twould certainly be thought quite odd 

If we should say "In love they outrank God!" 

We can't think such theology ever warms 
Sufficiently to take in that sweet story 

Where Jesus takes young children in his arms 
And says their Normal home is Heaven and glory! 

If Jesus tells the truth why should we heed 

These shocking statements of a heartless creed? 

We don't see how a man can eat his dinner 
After his fearful morning proclamation. 

That God has planned, for even the meanest sinner. 
At death, an irretrievable damnation! 



We look on all such preachers with distrust 
Which gradually deepens to disgust! 

AV hy should there longer in the church be strife 
Over Chrisfs words which don't admit of doubt — 

"I am the resurrection and the life — 
And who so comes to me, I'll not cast outT 

Away then with the doctrine of election, 

It will not bear an honest man's inspection! 

Why? when the Bible tells us "God is Love" — 
In the old testament as well as new — 

Should preachers waste their time in trying to prove 
That such a doctrine isn't wholly true? 

What right have they or any other men — 
By utterance of lip or tongue or pen, 
To thus blaspheme the Heavenly Father's name, 
To tell us of whose love, Christ Jesus came? 

"Job's" thouhgts of God were infinitely higher. 
Who facing Satan, proved him up a liar; 
So "Jesus" is his father's vindicator. 
And does the same for his calumniator! 

I cannot think my maker so unjust 
As thus to tyrannize o'er feeble dust — 
No — God IB just and Justice never swerves, 
From treating a man as well as he deserves! 

And if a soul strains every nerve to climb 

From earth to Heaven, from slums of sin and crime— 



Or from improved surroundings, does his best 
To scale the heights of heaven, and storm its crest, 
Instead of nervous christians being affrighted. 
It stands to reason, they should be delighted! 

I will once more upon mature reflection. 
Allude to Calvin's doctrine of election; 
Only to say— how very absurd 'twould be 
If Heaven's inhabitants should ever see 
Representatives of these clashes come. 
All claiming rights in their ancestral home. 
Based on the fact, that as God was their father. 
At least, was so, so far as they could gather — 
That as in their creation they'd no choice — 
Neither in their surroundings, any voice — 
They saw no reason why they should not come 
Expecting to find protection and a home! 

And now as they had done the best they could 
To break with folly and consort with good. 
And were so heartily sick of fighting evil. 
As symbolized in world, and flesh and devil, 
They would be glad if entrance might be given 
To them who thus sought peace and rest in heaven ! 

In answer — "Edwards" makes the Father say — 
"I do not know you — you must go away — 
For as my premises will hold but few — 
I'm sorry to say — there is no room for you! 
How can you doubt a father's right to choose 
Whom he'll select, and whom he will refuse? 
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J 



When all depends upon a trick of breath — 
Whether you can or can'i say "Shibboleth!" 

At such a sight all Heaven would cease to sing, 
And on its streets in their disgust would fling 
The harps which with their voices had so long 
Flooded the universe with waves of song! 

And say — Oh Sovereign! — as you have refused 
Entrance to these, we'd rather be excused 
From further attendance on a selfishness 
That's so indifferent to a child's distress!" 

We see among them, our own fathers and mothers, 
As well as warmly cherished sisters and brothers, 
If these — as good as we are — cannot stay. 
We'll cast our lot with them and go away! 

Out on such blasphemy! — it cannot be. 
That God sinks love in selfish Sovereignty; 
Against such doctrines, common sense revolts. 
And while it pulls "John Calvin" down, exalts 
To Heaven's immortal pinnacles of glory 
The wondrous Teacher who told man the story 
Of that great Soul who seeing his prodigal son 
Returning — couldn't waif, but had to run, 
In his anxiety to meet and bless 
Repentant sonship in its wretchedness! 

Twixt these two sketches there's no middle course, 
John Calvin's cruel creeds we must endorse. 
Or in the Father's arms a refuge see 
JFor sin-sick, suffering, sad humanity! 
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"Calvin" long since discovered that the seeds 

He sowed in life have filled the world with weeds, 
So that the sower of good gospel wheat 

Now finds his harvest largely mixed with "cheat," 
But very likely Calvin knew no better, 

Sinking the Bible's spirit in its letter — 
To him authority was everything — 

Whether embodied in a God or King, 
And probably it was considered blindness, 

To recognize in either, love or kindness! 

The world's progressing and cannot go back 

To pick up fossil thoughts along its track — 
But rising with the dawn precedes the sun 

And holds its vantage ground 'til day is done, 
The grand result of which is, man is growing 

In every sort of knowledge worth the knowing, 
And 'tis to me as yet an unsolved riddle. 

Why we to Calvin, should play second fiddle. 
The world has outgrown Calvin's etymology — 

Astronomy too— then why not his theology? — 



GOD IS LOVE. 



Most christians of advanced and generous thought 
Hoped in accordance with humanity's needs 

Discussion's knife would cut the "gordion knot" 
That bound the church to Calvin's cruel creeds — 

"Creeds," that in "God," embody every evil 
With which the average preacher paints the devil! 

How painful then to see this bigoted preacher 
With vehement gesturing and flashing eye 

Endorse these cruel creeds in every feature, 
And every Christlike sentiment defy — 

Why shouldn't enlightened christian erudition 
Consign to Hades all such superstition? 

A being who needs such wretched bolstering up, 
In so-called conflict with the powers of evil. 

Should promptly hand the champion belt and cup. 
With due acknowledgements to Calvin's devil — 

And let the latter occupy the throne — 

Defending which, he couldn't hold his own! 

The thoughtful soul thinks it a burning shame. 
That so-called brethren should, on any pretense. 

Bandy about their Heavenly father's name 
In a discussion so devoid of sense! 
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That average pedagogues would think a lad 
Who would thus quibble over simple truth 

To bolster up some simple childish fad, 
To say the leasts a disingenuous youth! 

How much more shameful 'tis when full-grown men 
Whom we've looked up to as so good and wise, 

Gather together and with tongue and pen 
Each other's statements harshly criticize! 

How doubly worse when children of a King 
Who treats them with a generous cordiality, 

Against that Father, such harsh charges fling 
As cruelty — injustice — and partiality! 

Oh, men of God upon whose thoughtful brows 
There glows the light of immortality. 

Why will you thus go back upon your vows. 
And give the cause of error fresh vitality? 

Can you not see 'tis infinitely worse 

For you, the followers of the blessed Jesus 
To say — on us — his brethren, rests a curse. 

From which his infinite Father can't release us 
Without a fearful sacrifice of blood. 

To placate that embodiment of evil 
With which theology has confronted God — 

Whose scriptural names are Belzebub and devil! 

How long will you use tongue and pen to prove 
To those who weekly occupy your pews. 

The blessed Truth that God's a God of love— 
Equally so to Gentile and to Jews— 
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And then turn 'round and in the self-same breath 

But with a double emphasis declare, 
They must accept John Calvin's *'Shibboleth," 

Or sink in endless ruin and despair! 
Why won't you grasp more hopeful, kindlier views 

Of the great father of the universe? 
Than such as cannot other than confuse [disperse! 

With doubts, the souls whose doubts you should 

How can you trifle thus with all the sorrow 
So interwoven with each passing year, 

That every day looks forward to to-morrow. 
With so much hopelessness and abject fear, 

That life, which otherwise would be a blessing, 
Seems to so many men scarce worth possessing! 

Suppose the doctrine of election true. 
And you were the poor fellow lett outside, 

Whence you could often hear the favored few 
The "suflFering majority" deride! 

You'd hardly hold the views you hold to-day — 
Be honest now, and tell me — would you?— say! 

Suppose while you were suflFering down below. 
The "chosen few" from heaven's high walls looked 

And taking in the details of a woe [down 

Of such dimensions as were never known, 

Should strike their harps, while joyous peans went 
Echoing 'round its vaulted firmament! 

Say! would you cheerfully help swell the chorus. 
In words like these — Oh! thou who reignest o'er us 
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Accept our thanks for that discrimination 

Which saves the feWy and deals the rest damnation! 

Behind returns we have no wish to go — 
As this is pleasanter than doion below. 

And we adore the liberal paternity 

Which thus arranges for us our eternity! 

We also thank thee that by some congealing 
Process thou hast dulled our natural feeling, 

So that we callously can look below 
And gazing on our relatives in woe, 

Can lift our voice in song and magnify 
The glory of thy matchless sovereignty! — 

Thou art the Potter — we the worthless clay — 
Do with us as thou wilt — we've naught to say! 

And as for those poor creatures who await 
Thy sovereign pleasure, outside heaven's gate, 

Thy "Sovereignty" should every murmur still. 
And they should thankfully accept thy will — 

We most indignantly the claim reject 

That they have rights their Maker should respect — 
What rightTiave men whose feet are in the dust 

To talk about their Maker's being just? 

Of course this portrait isn't new to yoUy 
It is the picture Jonathan Edwards drew 

Of God — and while it isn't half as rough 
As Edwards made it, it is bad enough 
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To show to you 'tis time to turn square 'round 
And lead the churches up to higher ground 

To better comprehend the God who moves 
With "Love and Justice" in eternal grooves! 

"Jesus" and Calvin cannot coalesce, 
This basal fact, 'tis useless to ignore — 

And though the revelation brings distress, 
To those weak minds, who any change deplore, 

Large hearted men, will always be inclined, 
To changes that develop soul and mind! 

Mental frontiersmen watch the rising tide 
Of truth, whose waters often roughly lave 

The qui(^t shores of some calm Ingleside 
Of thought that trembles at a tidal wave 

Which more or less disturbs the boundary line 
That has 'til now, been easy to define! 

Some souls are always looking for support. 
To brainy men with nerve and stiflF backbone, 

With whose prevailing views they're **en-rapport"- 
And thus display a wisdom, not their own 

Of these weak minded men the large majority 
Are lost if they're not leaning on authority! 

It is the gifted few— possessing brains. 
Accompanied by iron will and nerve. 

That climb the driver's seat and seize the reins 
And make the people their behests subserve! 

Admirers help them such positions take 
And then, delighted, follow in their wake! 
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You are the men, who watching on time's shore 
Await the breaking of the tidal wave, 

The Pews are watching you, and will ignore 
Your claims to leadership unless you're brave 

Enough for "truth" to grandly do and dare, 
And with the vanguard, every peril share! 



GOD OUR FATHER. 



How caD you press upon our acceptation 

A character only fit for execration? 
And ask us to abjure the least pretense 

To the possession of sound common sense! 
All thoughtful persons nescessarily must 

Turn from such views of God with deep disgust, 

How can you ask your hearers to endorse 

A character that's infinitely worse 
Than is your own, or any one's you know 

In all earth's history of crime and woe? — 
John Calvin's God should never be exempt 

From "just men's" condemnation and contempt! 

No honest man who scans John Calvin's picture 
Of God, will call this sketch too harsh a stricture 

Of what a christian man feels very sure. 
Is, of the devil a truer portraiture. 

Who is to blame for this inheritance 
Of barbarous medieval ignorance? 

The shocking statement that man's born to evil. 
And consequently "Fathered" by the devil. 

Is much too harsh to find belief or place, 
In this illimitable world of space! 
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I've an undying faith that ''God's'' my father, 
Who has in ''Jesus" made his nature known, 

And would, to appease my hungry craving, rather 
Feed me with living bread, than with a stone! 

In contrast with the cruelty and blood 
And rank injustice, of John Calvin's God, 

As pictured in the present orthodox creed — 
From which we trust, the world will soon be freed. 

Just see the portrait that the Savior drew 
Of God whom he so intimately knew! 

There was no cruelty in those sweet strains. 
Which angels chanted over Bethlehem's plains. 

When they declared that in that infant's birth. 
The Gtod of love had come to bless the earth! 

To which assurance of God's love to men 
We breathe responsively our glad "Amen!" 

From first to last, Christ did his best to prove 
His "father" the "embodiment of love" — 

Along all paths his weary footsteps trod 
He told the story of the love of God! 

No honest man will ever dare refuse 
To admit that any one, can if he choose, 

Turn from his evil ways, and seeking good, 
Climb virtue's ladder, up to heaven, and God! 

Why won't you preachers seize the chance that offers 
To take the argument from the lips of scoffers. 

Which they have used for centuries, and use still, 
That "water can't be made to run up hill" — 
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Or, as is often said with pertinent force, 
The stream is never higher than it's source! 

Their argument is of course — "If man is evil" 

He isn't half as bad as is the devil" 
Galvin has drawn, and in his creeds enshrined 

As arbiter of the destinies of mankind! — 
How can just men believe in such a God, 

Whose portraiture is cruelty and blood? 

Turning from this strange faith, we find relief. 
And joy, and peace, and rest, in the belief 

Of the sweet teachings of the blessed "Jesus," 
Which will — as was intended — always ease us 

Of every doubt and care and fierce unrest 

Which, more or less pervades each human breast! 

These teachings we of course will not recount 
You'll find them in his "sermon on the mount," 

Of which the most important if not first. 
Is, that those souls who feel a hungering thirst 

After the highest attainable righteousness. 
Will find in time, relief from their distress! 

Those simple words — "Blest are the pure in heart" 
Eor they their God shall see" — can't but impart 

The largest comfort to the sin-sick soul 

That breaks determinately from sins control. 

And climbing upward, finds upon God's breast. 
Paternity, maternity, and rest! 



TRUTH VERSUS ERROR, 

O 

Tyrants 'neath medieval skies, 
Worshipped a tyrannous god, 

Who venially endorsed their lies 
With an approving nod! 

And fiendishly declared he could 
Only be placated with blood! 

How abject must have been the fear. 

In that infernal reign 
Of ignorance, that could so sear 

The immortal "Dante's" brain. 
That he could picture "God" as cruel 

Enough to utilize men tor fuel! 

This cowardly thought of narrow souls, 
Through Calvin found projection. 

While orthodoxy still extols 
His doctrine of election. 

A "Cannibal" would roast and eat us, 
But "Calvin" only burnt Servetus! 

To me 'tis marvelously strange 
That orthodox clergymen 
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Do not demand a sweeping change, 
In creeds — with tongue and pen, 

And waving doctrinal pretense, 

Preach "Jesus Christ," and common sense! 

Where is the vertical back-bone. 

Which, forging to the front. 
Will for its past neglect atone. 

And face the battle's brunt? — 
'Til wilful orthodoxy's walls 

Go down before "truth's bugle calls!" 

God never said to any man, 

"141 damn you! — do the best you can!" 
Yet that's the language of the creeds 

At which an outraged nature bleeds. 
And loudly calls for large revision, 

Not only — but for sharp excision. 
Until the God of love and grace 

Within His arms, enfolds the race. 
And bright-winged seraphs once again 

Chorus the Bethlehem refrain 
They sang, long since at "Jesus" birth — 

"Good will to men and peaee on earth!" 

Then shall the souls of men be free 

From spiritual tyranny — 
And live such lives as can't but prove 

The all-sufficiency of love. 
In man's original creation, 

Not only, but in his salvation 
From sad subserviency to evil, 

As symboUed in world, flesh, and devil! 



FINALLY. 



Does any one say — such thoughts are blasphemy — 

Derogatory to the "power Divine?" 
I answer — "wo< at alV — ^for don't you see 

I'm speaking of John Calvin's God — not mine! 

My God is honest, loving, just and good 
While his is full of treachery and blood; 

The One invites us to his home in heaven. 
The other plays a game of "odd or even?" 

And quite regardless of what's true CLndjust, 
Condemns good morals equally with lust! 

Of course, God, from eternity had a plan 

For the unfolding of his offspring, man, 
From small beginings, through uncounted ages 

Of slow advancements through successive stages, 
'Til educated, through life's discipline, 

The sensuous soul is merged in the divine, 
And looking backward, kisses every rod 

Which helped to bring him closer to his God! 

The following I think, will prove to be 
The outcome of life's present prophecy; 
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No one, of all life's wilful, passion tossed. 

Doers of evil, will be wholly lost. 
As such Bkfactj would blast his Maker's name,' 

With an eternal infamy of shame! 

But i^ there no distinction to be made 
'Twixt character of low and higher grade? 

Are tickets of admission to God's heaven 
Thus indiscriminately to be given? 

• Oh, no — for that would surely be unjust 

To those, who turning away from sensuous lust, 
Sought every avenue through which to climb 

Away from sordidness to things sublime 
And in the effort often underwent 

Disaster, sorrow, pain and anguishment— 
Who, drinking patiently of every cup. 

Placed to their lips, climbed slowly on and up, 
'Til joyously they fully recognize 

The meaning of a home in paradise! 

How about those who never seem to care. 

About their future, as to how or where 
It will be spent? Whose purpose is to drain 

Life's cup of pleasure, minus all its pain. 
And who declare they wish it understood. 

They quite ignore all spiritual good, 
Who, being so inclined to sin and evil, 

Might well be termed the children of the devil! 

Christ answers for me with approving nod — 
And says— "aZi things are possible with Oodr 
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And though to average mundane eyes and ears 

This proposition difficult appears, 
We'll leave the case with God, and quite content 

Await results of his experiment. 
Which doubtless is, through suffering pain and loss. 

To separate the pure gold from the dross 
'Til the refining father sees his face 

Beflected in the prodigals of the race! 
Who in their earthly sojourn failed to see 

In God Himself their glorious pedigree! 

Entering the next life with no better show 

For sympathy with God than here below 
'Mid new surroundings and strange coalitions, 

Remorseful memories pointing to perditions 
Torment with anguish every sinner's soul. 

As through its corridors they ceaseless roll 
Until by spiritual anguish driven. 

They seek forgiveness, peace and rest in heaven! 

When the repentance thus described appears — 

Though wilfully delayed for many years. 
There's re-enacted that delightful story — 

Too realistic for an allegory. 
Where Jesus says, the heavenly father runs 

To meet and bless repentant prodigal sons, 
And in the place of sin's bedraggled dress. 

Clothes them anew in robes of righteousness! 

When thus all souls are saved by love divine, 
Through painful proscesses of discipline. 

We'll wonder at the narrowness of thought 
With which the nineteenth century was fraught, 
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And taking Jonathan Edwards by the hand, 
We will, with Galvin, better understand 

The Father's purposes of love and grace, 
For the advancement of our glorious race; 

From sensuous rootage in an earthly sod, 
To recognition as the sons of God! 



Life Lights 

as seen through 

Liberal Lenzes. 



SO-CALLED EVIL. 



Originated by its own volitions, 

And self-existent, as its name implies, 

"Omnipotence," unhampered by conditions — 
Controls contingencies as they arise! 

Given this starting point, 'tis easy — very. 
To settle life's conundrum as to evil; 

By answering the oft' repeated query — 
"Did it originate with God or devil?" 

If God's omnipotent, he must control 
All animate and inanimate existence. 

The animal instinct, and the reasoning soul 
Alike, depend on Him for their subsistence! 

If this is so — all thoughtful souls must see 
The infinite God, and not a finite devil. 

Is now and has been from eternity 
The author of what in ignorance, we call evil! 

This statement's logical, and meets the case, 
A pillar of cloud by day, and fire by night, 

In which the lights and shadows of God's face. 
In alternation, thrill our wondering sight! 
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That both are nescessary to the scheme 

Of infinite wisdom, cannot be denied, 
In spite of folly's visionary dream, 

Or theologian prejudice and pride! 

Falsehood's the background on which truth portrays 
Her Godlike features with a master's hand, 

'Til light and shade, in alternating rays. 
Produce a picture all can understand! 

No one to whom the Infinite grants existence. 
With unmistakable proof of His paternity. 

But can, by an indomitable persistence, 
Secure the choicest outcome for eternity ! 

No one who is obedient to law. 

Nor guilty, willingly of its infraction. 

Need fear that penalty will ever draw 
Its vengeful drafts on him for satisfaction! 

Law has no terrors for obedient souls— 

'Tis "disobedience" alone that fears 
Its inability to pay the tolls 

Along the turnpike of th' eternal years!" 

The reason for this is marvelously plain. 

And one which he who runs should comprehend — 

'Tis this — that life and death, and joy and pain. 
Are interchanging synonyms for friend! 

Here let it be distinctly understood, 

Gould we anticipate a million years. 
We'd see the need of evil as well as good, 

To make a circle of two hemispheres! 
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If evil thus originates with God — 

Knowing the fact, we ought to be content 

Nor fret beneath the disciplinary prod, 
So needful for our best development! 

On these broad grounds wise men are nothing loth. 
To ascribe to God the authorship of both — 

Wiser than we. He knows what He's about, 
And when 'tis best will cast the evil out! 

Thus Infinite good, opposed to finite evil, 
Will always dominate theology's devil. 

Creation yet will clap its hands and sing — 
"Evil is vanquished, and our God is King!" 



CONGRATULATORY. 



RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO PROF. DAVID SWING. 
O 

The "Liberal Ministry" in you, sustains 

It's reputation for progressive brains, 
Which have, in their endeavors to get free 

From Jonathan Edward's harsh theology, 
Subjected you to many an unkind blow 

From so-called friends of several years ago — 
Men who have always run in narrow ruts 

And can't out-grow their old time "Ifs and Butsf" 

The country has admiringly looked on, 

As step by step, you've^new positions won 
For Gospel truth and good sound common sense. 

Which will not tolerate shams, or false pretense. 
And takes exceptions to the barbarous views 

Of God, as held by Calvinists and Jews — 
Which says, progressive thought must not be throttled 

Nor any of its "effervescence" bottJed, 
And thinks the natural incident of death — 

(A simple term — denoting loss of breath — ) 
Don't limit God's ability to save, 

A soul that missed its chance this side the grave. 
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But, in the name of "Infinite Justice," gives 
Such souls another chance to change their lives! 

Anything less than this would be unjust 
And trail God's "Infinite Honor" in the dust. 

Brought here, without our knowledge or our choice, 
Amid surroundings, in which we'd no voice. 

How can an honest thinker but rebel 

'Gainst Calvin's barbarous views of God and hell? 

No — God is just, and justice can't admit 
The existence of a so-called, "bottomless pit," 

In which His agents, with demoniac glee 
Torture His children through eternity! 

Why shouldn't christian thinkers of this age 
A vigorous war against such teachings wage? 

'Til thought, unshackled, shall, in its rebound 
From error, cling to Truth, wherever found! 

It is your privilege to sit and think. 
And give the world your views in printers' ink 

Or from the "forum" voice your vivid thought 
'Til hungering souls have its large lessons caught 

And garnered them with an intenser pleasure 
Than miners feel in gathering golden Treasure! 

In you we recognize Truth's fearless son. 

Who having old theologies outrun. 
Can't help the church in its attempts to swell 

The hosts of heaven, through dismal fears of hell! 
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Ceasing to urge men heavenward with rods, 
You're using now, such leverage of God's 

As truth and love, which can't but elevate 
The souls who on your ministrations wait! 

While fears of hell, may heavenward help one soul, 
There's ninety and nine, such methods can't control; 

"Love" is the power before which sinners move 
From devilish depths, to heavenly heights above! 

'Tis your's to gather up, six days in seven 

Such glorious truths of God, and life, and heaven, 
As only come to those whose mental scope 

Enables them to sweep Faith's telescope 
Through every doubt which nebulously lies 

Along the line of God's eternities! 
And then, with lofty purpose represent 

Faith's vivid pictures of truth's firmament. 
Until, with a consummate skill and art 

They're fixed indellibly on every heart 
And many a soul, illumined by it's light 

Bravely declares its purpose to do right! 

The preacher who thus firmly takes his stand 
For truth and duty, reaches heights more grand 

Than any potentate of Greece or Rome 
Or mitred priest beneath St. Peter's dome! 

And like Bartholdi's statue by the sea — 
That glorious emblem of our liberty — 

His feet so firmly planted on "truth's" rock. 
Won't budge in face of error's fiercest shock, 



l\2 

'Til every man acknowledging her worth, 

Has helped "Truth" run her girdle round the earth! 

Then shall the solemn "sphinx" which silent stands 

In lonely grandeur, on Egyptian sands, 
Clap her hard hands, and from her stony lids 

With smiles of joy, illume the pyramids! 
And chase the shadows from the crumbling pile 

Of "Karnac's" massive ruins on the Nile! 
'Til Moslems turn from Islam in disgust 

And trail Mohammed's crescent in the dust! 

Why should a so-called follower of Christ 
Dare — in his small conceit, to shake his fist 

In some brave, conscientious brother's face? 

With the assertion, "You have fallen from grace! " 

Not realizing that that brother's soul 
May pass unchallenged, while his own pays toll! 

No one who seeks to pull a brother down 
In virtue's warfare, wins or wears a crown; 

'Tis only those whose purpose is to win 
On principle, can triumph over sin! 

When will the church throw prejudices over 
And promptly chase truth's enemies to cover. 

And lovingly, for God and virtue stand, 
'Til vice and falsehood vanish from the land? 

The captain's orders are — stand by your guns — 
And don't desert them 'til the enemy runs — 

Move from the rear, and press toward the front — 
Follow your colors— face the battle's brunt! 
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Then shall the church, in thought and deed and word- 
With "Jesus, the Christ," more fully in accord — 

See grateful men, in glad emancipation 

From Calvin's cruel creeds, accept salvation! 

'Til from earth's centre to its farthest pole. 
Where Arctic and Antarctic Oceans roll, 

Each individual soul by Love is schriven 

And earth becomes another name for Heaven! 



LIFE I 



All life is centered in some hidden source, 
Whence innumerable streams are flowing; 

We watch them in their evanescent course, 
Not knowing whence they come or where they're 
going! 

Still, we can trust the power behind the throne 

To carry on to infinite perfection 
The life developed by itself alone, 

Through proper channels of its own selection ! 

That life is not a failure which, at last. 

Bears on its boughs delicious ripened fruit, 

In spite of all the storms through which it passed 
In sturdy growth from its incipient root! 

No matter even if its grafts were started 
With deep incision on an evil stem — 

If heavenly air have wholesome sap imparted 
Its partial fruitage "Justice" won't condemn. 

Still, how much better 'tis to be a bearer 

Of luscious fruits in their appropriate season. 

Its flavor finer, and its outlines fairer 
As knowledge harmonizes faith and reaeon. 



CHARACTER CONTRASTS. 



The man whose brave, indomitable will 
Can calmly meet an unforeseen disaster 

And single-handed grapple it until 
Victoriously he crowns himself its master, 

Commands our admiration and presents 
A man, superior to his accidents! 

While he who yields to sensuous inclination. 
Thus deadening all his intellectual gifts. 

Will sacrifice his noblest aspiration 
As down the stream he indolently drifts, 

And those who helped him once his burdens shoulder 
Quietly pass him by as they grow older! 

The one peers through the clouds with eagle vision, 
And gets a glimpse of life beyond the stars - 

The other, with idiotic indecision 
Drifts shamelessly behind sin's prison bars — 

And thus in contrast, these two lives are seen. 
One grandly noble — one abjectly mean! 

Thus man, we learn from these two illustrations, 
Can by the power of personal will, control 

The sources whence shall come the inspirations 
That shall forever save or damn his soul! 

It is for us to choose between the two — 
What shall the future register for you? 



EVOLUTION. 



Whene'er we concentrate truth's burning rays 
Along the path the human race has trod, 

The retrospective, microscopic gaze 

Will always bring us face to face with God ! 

In seeking out the origin of things — 

The far off source from which all life has sprung, 
We trace it back where Time's primeval wings 

Brooded old chaos when the world was young! 

And then, with deep acumen and reflection, 
We focus all the wisdom of the sages, 

Which has resulted from a close inspection 
Of life's phenomena, through all the ages! 

Each studious backward step we've undertaken. 
Through every generations predecessor. 

To get at truth has tended to awaken 
A deeper wish to be its rich possessor. 

Thus studying through the aeons of the past 
To find of sensuous life the first existence, 

We reach the acme of desire at last, 

As "atomy cells" reward our long persistence! 
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Beyond this atomy life, no searching eye 
Aided by strongest microscopic power, 

Has ever yet been able to discry 
A sign of life on chaos' silent shore! 

And here our baffled science stands aghast 

At unexplainable phenomena, 
Whose unsurmounted barriers at last 

Meet our vain efforts with derisive "bah!" 

Just here the quickened spiritual sense 

In this faint life, just struggling from the sod, 

Finds glad deliverance from its dark suspense 
And joyously proclaims "its source is God! " 

If from this present standpoint of the race, 
In which we feel the pride of conscious power. 

We, step by step, can logically trace 
Its far off atomy life to this grand hour — 

And realize the vastness of the chasm 
Spanned by the race's slow development. 

Which, notwithstanding many a cataclysm. 
Has gotten thus far on its grand ascent — 

How can we logically fail to see. 

In view of this advancement of the past, 

A glorious. Godlike immortality * v 

Must be the outcome of the race at last! 

This clear cut promise of analogy 
So tallies with the scriptural revelation. 



That every soul should thrill exultantly 
In view of all its possible exaltation! 

Thus, though mankind is rooted in the sod [sitions, 
From whence we've come by slow and strange tran- 

In the far future, face to face with God, 
We'll realize the race has filled its mission! 



EVOLUTION' AND THE BIBLE, IN HARMONY. 



INSCRIBED TO ROBERT INGERSOLL. 
o 

The "Bible," Heaven's best gift to Earth, 

Is of inestimable worth 
For shedding light along man's way 

From darkness to Eternal day! 

From its first utterance to its last 

Its mission has been to unfold 
Through channels infinitely vast. 

From sources infinitely old — 
The story of God's wondrous plan 

In reference to his offspring, man. 
Who must the rounds of duty climb 

If he would make his life sublime! 

Jesus, the Babe of Bethlehem, 

Whose "star" the wondering "Magi" led 
With gold and many a precious gem, 

To crown him in his lowly bed 
The "Christos" — the Annointed One, 

The Heavenly Father's first-born Son, 
Came as God's representative 

To teach Humanity how to live! 
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In the "beginning" — e'er Time's birth — 

When "chaos" antedated earth — 
It naturally came to pass 

That "Infinite Life" inspired the mass 
With, its own energy, until, 

Obedient to its dominant will, 
Along the line of natural laws. 

Effects began to follow cause — 
'Til now, intelligence spans the chasm 

Backward, from Christ to protoplasm! 

To studious minds, 'tis evident 
That from the first 'twas God's intent 

In Christ to show the grand solution 
Of His design in evolution — 

Which was, that man, should from the sod. 
Climb to companionship with God! 

E'er man's existence, earth, so hoary 
With age, was writing out her story. 

Upon the everlasting rocks 

Which his intelligence unlocks! 

"In the beginning!" Where and when? — 
Science steps forward and aflPords 

An answer with her graphic pen 
In nature's own immortal words! 

Geology its hand uprears 

And testifies, unnumbered years 

Have waxed and waned since "chaos" flight 
Before God's words — "Let there be light!" 
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And he began to work on lines 
Of law, which **science" now defines, 

Thus working wiser than it knew 
Has "science" proved the scriptures true! 

Think of the wondrous artesan. 

Who through seonic years of time. 
Was building up the creature man, 

To fill a destiny sublime! 

To thoughtful minds the hand of God appears, 
Tipping with lines of light the passing years. 

As he along the centuries has trod. 
With all the grandeur of a living God! 

The "Christian" finds on Inspiration's page. 

The utterances of more than mortal sage, 
Which furnish us the key that helps unlock 

The mystery of earth's foundation rock. 
As well as all the superincumbent mass, 

Of tree and shrub — of plant and flower and grass. 
While mountain tops to ocean depths repeat 

The story of the steppings of His feet! 

Primeval river shore, and ocean strand. 

Of sun-dried earth and softly yielding sand. 

Bear frequent impress of his signet ring. 
In the quaint tracks of some gigantic thing 

Which lived and eat and drank and had its day 
And then succumbed to death and passed away, 

Thus those who push at nature's opening door. 
And with inquiring minds its fields explore — 
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Who pick and drill, and charge and then explode, 
Come face to face with science's unknown God. 

But not unknown to us on whose glad eyes 
The sun of truth has risen 'til error flies 

Before its advent, as the mists of morn 
Are by the rising breezes swiftly borne 

From mountain, valley, upland, prairie, glen 
And its glad sunlight cheers the hearts of men! 

While "atheists" scout the christian's definition 

Of nature's secret sources of fruition, 
The seeds of "truth" by inspiration blown 

Broadcast have, dominant, to fruitage grown 
In the glad knowledge that earth's pruning knife 

Transplants "fruit bearers" to Eternal life! 

The miner seeking treasure, knows be must 
Expect to find it largely mixed with dust. 

And through the rock sinks shafts and runs his drifts 
And then, by some intelligent process sifts 

The precious metal from the worthless soil. 
And reaps a large return for all his toil! 

Just so the student of the Bible finds 

The lofty utterances of gifted minds. 
Who listened for the voice of God and caught 

From time to time an inspirational thought. 
Which has been gathered up from age to age 

And now illuminates the sacred page. 
Which we denominate a revelation 

From God, regarding mankind's destination! 
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Why should we wonder then if on its pages — 
Commingling with the utterances of sages, 

Who, holding "sensuousness" in full control. 
Opened to God each avenue to the soul — 

The legends of a semi-barbarous race 
And much of minor value, found a place? 

The Bible's threaded through and through with gold, 
God*s solid truth, whose value can't be told. 

And it should be our privilege every day 
To sift its gems of truth from error's clay. 

And see in Jesus Christ a light supernal 
To show mankind the way to Life Eternal! 

Miners don't throw the precious dust away 
Because 'tis mixed with gravel, sand and clay, 

But, do they not intelligently rather 

Devise new methods by which they may gather 

Each individual gem the soil contains. 
And to the work give energy and brains? 

Of course they do and we, if we are wise, 

Will heed its teachings and more highly prize 

The precious volume in which God has given 
The rule by which a soul may climb to heaven ! 

Thus side by side, on flashing lines of light. 
Do these two factors. Science and Revelation, 

Put error and its advocates to flight — 
As powerless to resist the combination! 
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While we, in spite of adverse criticism, 
As well as scoffing, ribald witicism, 

Feel sure no opposition can disturb, 
The logic of their union — 'tis superb! 



A SON OF GOD, 



Oh God, please listen to the prayer 
Which tremulously wings its way 

To Thee through this crisp morning air, 
From lips that time has fringed with grey! 

As life originates with Thee, 
And can't escape Thee if it tries. 

Of course Thou recognizest me, 
Thy child! It can't be otherwise! 

Thus, drawn by strong affinity, 
I feel thy presence everywhere; 

And, proud of my paternity, 
I boldly claim a Father's care! 

At home, abroad, awake, asleep, 
Be Thou the Eock on which I lean, 

And help me evermore to keep 
My educated conscience clean! 

When business cares absorb my soul. 
And magnify the things of time. 

Help me to break from their control. 
And give my life to things sublime! 
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And let it everywhere be known — 
In every region man has trod, 

From Arctic to Antarctic zone — 
The fact that men are sons of God! 

And then let heart, and tongue, and lip, 
Prove true to the relationship! 



THE "CHRISTIAN'S" OUTLOOK AT FOUR SCORE. 

O 

AS ILLUSTRATED IN THE BEAUTIFUL LIVES OF 
HOLMES AND WHITTIER. 

The icy fingers of the years 

Have wreathed around his brow, 
From life's sad chrystalizing tears, 

A diadem of snow J 

The thin gray locks that crown his head 
. Suggest the storm and strife 
Which make up with their sombre thread 
The warp and woof of life! 

A smile which indicates content, 

On every feature leaves, 
Suggestion of a life well spent 

In garnering golden sheaves! 

With gladness bordering the sublime. 

He views his fields which nod 
In readiness for "Father Time" 

To harvest them for God! 

And on he climbs, with prayer and song — 
By loving impulse driven — 
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O'er shining hills, which must ere long 
Eventuate in Heaven! 

Then — Jordan crossed — through gates ajar- 

On golden hinges swinging — 
Behold him — radiant as a star — 

His joyous entrance winging! 

And hear the plaudit — "Son, well done, 

In face of desperate odds 
You've fought life's battle, and have won. 

Because your cause was God's!" 

And now, in place of sensuous toys. 

You'll find in fields supernal, 
'Mid measureless intellectual joys. 

The limitless "Life Eternal!" 



BIBLE HEROE'S. 



Abel, the world's first martyr bravely stood, 
For his convictions, sealing them with blood. 

He was too good to please his brother Cain, 
And was by that inhuman monster slain! 

Then "Enoch" the just, along life's highway trod, 
'Tis said nine centuries, then went home to God — 

True martyr he, who for so many years, 
For "virtue" stood — amid men's taunts and jeers! 

Next father "Abraham" comes, whose self denial 
And trusting faith, sustained him in that trial 

That's had no parallel before nor since — 
The very thought of which makes parents wince! 

But was not faith as well exemplified 
By the brave lad, who at his father's side 

Shouldered those fagots to "Moriah's" crest, 
Where, to that father's knife he bared his breast? 

Brave "son of Abraham" I think I'm rather 
Inclined to rank you equal to your father. 

And due appreciaticm would enroll 

Your name with his, on fame's immortal scroll! 
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Next on the list there comes the patriarch Job, 
Who, much depressed, sat in a sack-cloth robe 

Upon an ash-heap, in "Satanic" toils — 
'Mid broken pottery, victimized by boils! 

It wasn't long before his three old friends 
Urged him to make such suitable amends 

For past hypocrisy, as should atone 
In some degree, for all the ill he'd done! 

And then his wife appears upon the scene, 
Beminding him how very good he'd been. 

And says, "if I were you or you were I — 
I wouldn't stand it! — I'd curse God and die!" 

To whom Job answered, "your advice is evil. 
And is, I fear, suggested by the devil; 

A man who lives in this world always should 
Expect to take some evil with his good, 

The average wife's advice, is as a rule 
Quite safe to take, but yours proves you a fool! 

With God I'll not find fault — his ways are just — 
What e'er He does, in him I'll always trust; 

And though with boils. He lets the devil flay me — 
I kno to Him ! and I'll trust Him, though He slay me !" 

Ah, "Job" we honor you — that "trust" was grand. 
Which helped you thus "Sa/Aanas" to withstand — 

Whose aliases are — "ApoUyon" — "Devil" — 
Mankind's great tempter to all sorts of evil! 
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'Twas he suggested to the woman's pride 

To urge you to a death by suicide, 
'Twas grand to beat him in a stand up fight 

'Til he ingloriously took to flight! 
The name of "Job" will, 'til the Sun grows dim, 

For "Pa/iewce" be the world-wide synonym! 

Such heroism we can't but admire, 

As yours, which proved old Lucifer a liar, 

'Til God Himself became your vindicator. 
Against your devilish calumniator! 

Then comes brave Moses, who told Pharaoh, 

Emphatically, "Israel must goT 
To which demand the proud King only bowed. 

When death arrayed his first-born in a shroud! 

Moses who bravely led the ignorant masses 

Of Hebrews, through Mt. Sinai's dangerous passes. 

Then, through a fearful wilderness of sand. 
Brought them in safety to the promised land. 

Will always live in sacred song and story. 

As one whom Christendom has crowned with glory! 

'Twas he that gave the world the legal lore [core. 
Which permeates "Coke" and "Blackstone" to the 

While all acknowledge him the great dictator. 
As to what constitutes a legislator! 

The Hero who next answers our subpoena 
And promptly takes his place in the arena 

Is glorious "David" Israel's minstrel King — 
Who when a youth, with simple stone and sling 
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Made old Phillistia mourn in shame and grief, 

The overthrow of her illastrious chief, 
Who had so long, in arrogance and pride. 

The armies of the living God defied! 

David, who penned that penitential psalm 

Which has for ages proved a sovereign balm. 
To mitigate if not to heal the smart 

Of many a sin-sick, suffering, sorrowing heart, 
With pliant fingers, from his harpstrings flung 

Such notes of joy as now charm old and young; 
While glad hearts shout, with warm responsive thrill, 

David — with all thy faults, we love thee still! 

Then "Daniel" comes, whose faithfulness has been 

So long connected with that lion's den. 
Who with his friends, took such a noble stand 

For God and Truth, as always must command 
The homage of all men of lofty soul 

As long as suns shall shine or planets roll ! 

And then in regular sequence comes Isaiah, 

Whose lofty utterances our souls inspire 
With hope, not only, but with expectation 

Of "Jesus" and his glorious salvation! 

'Twas he who saw with his prophetic eye 

The grand inventions of our century, — i^ 

Earth's mountains leveled and its valleys filled. 

Its oceans spanned — its wildernesses tilled 
By men, who with their God-illumined brains. 

Devised steam engines and ran rail road trains. 
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Crossing the deserts, and the billowy deep — 

And teaching Nations how to sow and reap, 
Whose men of genius are divinely taught 

To circle earth with instantaneous thought — 
Discovering snows upon the poles of Mars, 

And measuring the distance of the stars, 
And all the outgrowth of the civilization, 

Resulting from the Christian dispensation! 
Where Jesus gives his evidence to prove 

That the grand mainspring of all life is love! 

Then John the Baptist in the wilderness, 
With very simple food, and scanty dress, 

Announced the coming of the Lord's annointed [ed 
To whom the prophets, priests and Kings had point- 

A prophet he — who like young "Abel'* bled. 
And who for his convictions lost his head! 

Did ever any one more grandly yield 
The palm to his successor in the field, 

Than "John," when he declared "my work must cease 
In introducing Christ, the Prince of Peace!" 

His grandeur of unselfishness appears 

Brighter and brighter, with the passing years! 

Then comes the blessed "Jesus" last of all, 

Who drank the proffered wormwood and the gall, 

Presented by his murderers, who stood 
Around the cross, all dripping with his blood! 

There is no heart but what in sorrow grieves. 
To see Him hanging thus between two thieves — 
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The son of man— God's blessed first-born son — 
Who fought man's battle, and so bravely won! 

Who, pointing to heaven, so clearly led the way 
That no poor wanderer ever need to stray, 

For none who walk the path that Jesus trod 
Can otherwise than climb to heaven and God! 

"Jesus" — thou art to-day the inspiration ' 

That bids us look with lofty expectation, 
For the soon coming of the glorious day 

When love and justice shall obtain such sway 
Over mankind, that evil shall no more 

Be seen or felt to earth's remotest shore. 
While every thing that lives and has a voice 

Shall in her grand deliverance rejoice! 
While all its past of evil concupiscence. 

Shall hardly be a feeble reminiscence. 
And heaven shall be so intertwined with earth, 

That "Death" shall be synonymous with Birth! 
And nodding sable plumes no longer wave 

Over man's last sad passage to the grave, 
Of which, men then, will make no other mention. 

Than that 'twas thought a mythical invention! 



SOME QUERIES9-IN THE PRESENCE OF DEATH. 

o — ■— 

INSCRIBED TO ROBERT INGER80LL. 



When life's slow currents freeze beneath 

Cold dissolution's icy breath, 
Why should the soul with terror hear 

Death's muffled footsteps drawing near? 

Why should the natural act of dying 
Be to the average man so trying? — 

When he well knows all life and breath 
Are rooted in some previous death! 

Thus dying lower types gave strength 
To higher forms, until at length, 

Our evoluting race has trod 
From protoplasm up to God! 

Now who is wise enough to say 
While looking on this lifeless clay. 

That here we see the absolute end 

Of what was once our cherished friend? 

And that those weird-like intimations 
Of "larger soul illuminations," 
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Which like some meteor from the sky 
Sometimes light up the inner eye, 

Are but illusions of the mind — 

To which we're more or less inclined — 

And quite as baseless as a fog — 
Or "witch lights" on an Irish bog! 

Such statements sometimes make us wonder 

If the Creator made a blunder, 
In His attempts to make a creature 

Similar to Himself in feature — 
If so why were his plans derailed, 

And seemingly — His designs so failed? 

We learn from studying natural laws 

That all effects result from cause. 
And cause involves a thinker — hence. 

We fall back on "omnipotence" — 
A compound word, which signifies 

AJl power — and we — if we are wise. 
Will see, that good sound common sense 

Demands for Him "Omniscience," 
Which, joined by "Omnipresence," should 

Be dominated by "All Good!" 

We thus find God, who in his plan 

For the development of man 
Devised a scheme of discipline 

To make humanity divine! 
Which bids us climb through tribulations. 

To reach our loftiest aspirations. 
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Which aspirations, as we see 

Point to a larger liberty — 
A liberty of soul, that's rife 

With promise of Eternal Life! 

Who knows but when the spirit's leaving. 

And friends stand 'round in silent grieving 
There may be dawning on its vision 

While passing through that strange transition. 
Pictures of beauty? — while the ear 

Catches sweet tones we cannot hear. 
Voices of friends to whom was given, 

Her introduction into heaven! 

Out! on the idiocy which lays 

Its hand upon its heart and says. 
Creative power gives out at length 

And hasn't left sufficient strength, 
To lift man's life above the sod — 

In other words — "Death" conquers God! 

God Is! — and very soon, no doubt. 

The atheist will peter out. 
And possibly next season be 

Known as a grasshopper or flea! 

Why shouldn't he? — if he's no soul. 

Be utilized to fill a hole — 
For hasn't he said he'll take his chances 

Of retrogressions or advances? — 
Indifferent wholly, whether blown 

About the world, like thistle down 
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Or not? — ah, Robert, you're too clever 
A man, to willingly die forever! 

I*ve known you make some splendid guesses 

In your political addresses, 
In which you've your opponents hit 

Bight hard, with your superior wit! 

Dear Bob — a soul like yours can't die, 
As you will find out bye and bye — 

I can't help guessing, that for you, 
God yet has something great to do! 

Quite possibly you'll have a call. 

In some such way as did St. Paul, 
When Jesus with a flash of light 

Blurred for a time his sensuous sight; 
So that while physically blind, 

A new light might illume his mind, 
'Til, old faiths yielding to the new, 

He cried — "Lord! — tell me what to do!" 

I think sometime you'll hear a voice 

Saying, "now Robert, make your choice. 

To live and climb toward perfection! — 
Or cease to live! — make your election! 

I'll guess — now see if I'm not right — 
You'll hear this question put some night 

When sleep has from your eyelids fled. 
And left you tossing on your bed. 

Striving to banish the unrest 
That frequently torments your breast! 
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You will remember that St. Paul, 
Once saw this light and heard this call— 

And though quite staggered for a time — 
He answered "Lord, I'll live and climbr 

And I'll be bound he never yet 
Has had occasion for regret! 

Now Robert, let up, in your zeal 
Against the Bible — cease to feel 

So bitterly against that Moses, 
Whose legal code "all wrong" opposes; 

No man with such rare truth perception 
Could possibly endorse deception! 

Should you embrace Christianity, 
'Twould prove your mental sanity, 

As 'tis well known from earliest youth. 
You've been a seeker after Truth! 

All you need say in such event 

Is "I've been wrong and now repent!" 
I hope to hear, ere many days. 

It said of you, "Behold he prays!" 
And that like the once bitter Saul 

Of Tarsus, you'll accept the call. 
And with a consecrated will, 

Strive hard to undo all the ill 
Wrought by your previous defamation. 

Of Bible, God, and inspiration! 



"WILL POWERI" 



A man without a dominant "will/* 
Which in accomplishment exults, 

Can never — with steel pen or quill, 
Produce phenomenal results! 

"Will" tunnels mountains, crosses seas, 
And bridges streams with iron spans. 

And sacrifices personal ease 
In furtherance of majestic plans! 

Bejoicing in elemental war. 

It laughs when echoing thunders roll, 
And chaining lightning to its car. 

Subordinates it to control; 

"Will" climbs the snowy peaks which soar 
Into the blue Helvetian skies, 

Where silence broods forevermore — 
Above whose summits nothing flies! 

'Twas "Hannibal's" persistent "Will" 
That carried him across the Alps, 

And threatened Home herself until 
Old "Scipio" barely saved her scalps! 



61 



We know what Old "Sesostris" did — 

Whose "Will Power" waved its magic wand, 

And raised that massive pyramid 
On Egypt's wilderness of sand! 

And carved the Sphinx from one vast stone — 
The Sphinx that has for ages stood, 

Solemn, majestic and alone, 
In face of lightning, storm and flood! 

"Will" caused those wondrous shafts to rise, 

So rich in hieroglyphic lore — 
Which kiss the Alexandrian skies 

On Egypt's Mediterranean shore! 

"Will" is a fractional part of God — 
Possessing which a man can climb 

Away from sensuous paths once trod, 
And make his future life sublime! 

A man whose birth place was a slum. 
If by his noblest instincts driven. 

Can every obstacle overcome 
And mount life's golden stair to heaven! 



TRUE MANLINESS. 



AIM HIGH AND SHOOT STRAIGHT. 
o 

"Unstable as water, thou shalt not excel" 
Are the scriptural words that so forcibly tell 

Of the shameful annoyance and humiliation 
That walk in the footsteps of weak vacilation! 

The purposeless person, x)os8essing no mind, 
Or will of his own, is the si)ort of each wind, 

That may happen to blow — no matter from whence, 
For he always is sitting astride of the fence! 

A possible wise man, is thus made the tool 

Of the man who is more of a knave than a, fool — 

For with them the result is most always the same. 
The fool holds the bag, and the knave bags the game ! 

Thus the man, back and forth, like a shuttlecock flies, 
Always boasting of wisdom yet never is wise; 

Designing improvements he never will mend. 
But hopelessly drifts to an imbecile's end! 

As we thus hold the mirror up to nature. 
Some one, regardless of his age or stature. 
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May recognize himself and in dismay, 
Will reconstruct himself without delay! 

Should you do sOy without circumlocution, 
We'll say you've made a noble resolution; 

And very possibly you yet may be 
A bright example to posterity! 



WORKI TRUSTI RESTI 

I heard a voice from heaven 
Which said in tones divine, 

Too long, alone you've striven, 
Now place your hand in mine! 

'Tis I your Father, calls you. 

Don't turn away in fear; 
When troublous times appal you, 

Bemember I am near! 

When storm clouds wildly gather 

Like a funereal pall, 
Do not forget, your Father 

Can silver tinge them all! 

When discipline has taught her 

On me her cares to roll. 
Then will my trusting daughter 

Find restf ulness of soul ! 

Henceforth through pleasant meadows, 
I'll lead her way-worn feet — 

Where heavenly lights and shadows 
Shall intermingling meet; 
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And where, forgetting paths once trod, 
She'll learn to trust, and walk with God! 

Then I saw — as I was listening — 

With my spiritual eyes, 
That Angel wings were glistening 

On their way to paradise; 
And in deep thankfulness I knelt, 

And breathed the gratitude I felt. 
That on those wings that came and went, 

A loving message had been sent — 
Sent by the Father to his child. 

Whose heart, with grief, was almost wild- 
As she had some-how lost her grip 

Of faith in Heavenly guardianship 

Her doubts thus lovingly dispelled. 
Ere to rebellion they had swelled. 

Were supplemented by a peace — 
Ood given — that shall never cease! 

And now she's thrown her doubts away, 
And trusts Him fully every day; 

She —though the feeblest of the flock — 
Rests in the shadow of the Rock! 



THE POET'S MISSION. 

O- 

A Poet? — possibly your muse has wings, 
On which she often takes aerial flights, 

To sip from limped Heliconian springs — 
Forever sparkling on Parnassean Heights — 

The brilliancy which every now and then, 
Flows freely from her gifted graceful pen ! 

Should Genius fan its embers to a flame 
Of lofty impulse, it mayn't be too late 

For her to climb the rugged paths of fame, 
And beat old England's "Poet Laureate," 

Who probably no fear has ever felt. 

Lest he might lose the champion cup and belt! 

Why don't society leaders execrate. 

The wretched wishy washy Idiocy 
Which takes no real pains to elevate 

Or give a vigorous tone to "Poesy," 
But dribbles out, from its unseemly straddle, 

Of Pegasus, its weak Society twaddle! 

Would that Olympus, with its thunderbolt, 
Might strike the long-haired sentimental dolt, 
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Through all whose namby pamby, dreary lines, 
A hopeless idiocy so feebly shmesl 

Let every manly "Poet" strike his Lyre, 
In "Virtue's" cause, at least one octave higher, 

Until its glorious notes shall grandly roll 
From earth's equator to its farthest pole. 

And man — redeemed from every social evil — 
No longer fellowships Theology's devil! 

"Byron" — the man who filled a devil's mission, 
And sent his ruined thousands to perdition. 

Would doubtless now give millions, could he shirk. 
The fearful memory of his devilish work — 

And could we interview him — "Thomas Moore" 
Would many loosely written line% deplore! 

The Poet's aim should be to shake 

Society to its foundations, 
And not desist 'til it should wake, 

And realize its obligations; 
To see that nothing that's impure 

Shall henceforth taint its literature! 

If an occasional revolution 

In Governmental polity. 
Wrought out on lines of evolution — 

Vastly improves its quality. 
Why should the poet be content 

To dribble sloppy sentiment. 
In which — regardless of intent — 

There is no moral nourishment? 
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Why will he not, on lines of fire, 
Along the paths the martyrs trod — 

Degenerate hearts, with zeal inspire; 
To live for virtue and for God? 

'Til grateful thousands write His name, 
Across the sky in words of flame! 

Why won't our men of mental muscle, 
Sick of fraud, and shame, and evil — 

Show them up until they hustle 
Belegated to the devil? 

And every form of concupiscence 
Becomes a feeble reminiscence? 

Unmask the boodlers, who in droves, 

Corrupt the politics of the land. 
Then sieze them with "Law's iron gloves, 

And mark them with outlawry's brand — 
Then if our judges are not men 

Enough to send them to the "pen," 
We, in the name of law and order, 

Should hustle them across the border! 
And publish to the world, their wealth 

They've gotten, by crookedness and stealth! 

Our "Tongue is marvelously full 

Of vigorous "Anglo Saxon" words. 
From which descendants of John Bull, 

Can braid a lash of scorpion cords. 
With which to make such devils jump 

Around the old "Historic Stump;" 
Until — avoided like pollution. 

They make attempts at restitution! 



When law and order thus attain 

Pre-eminence, and love shall gam 
Its rightful rule in every breast, 

Shall all the world have permanent rest 
And booming cannon shots no more 

Reverberate from shore to shore, 
When common sense shall say to "Mars," 

We have no further use for Wars! 

Thus, should the Poet's pungent pen 

Electrify his fellow men, 
'Til all, his lofty purpose share — 

"In Virtue's cause to do and dareP' 
And then, by rhyme and reason driven, 

They'll scale its walls, and enter Heaven! 

'Tis only those who ftght to win! 

Can "overcome" and ^'enter inP' 
The man who makes his influence felt, 

For "Virtue," wears the "Champion Belt!" 
While he who wakes the echo's up 

For "Purity" shall win the cup, 
From which the victor proudly sips 

His recompense, with eager lips! 

We trust these vigorous words may warm 
Some God-inspired puissant arm, 

'Til nothing evil can oppose 
Successfully, its earnest blows. 

Which are intended to — and will — 
When well delivered — fill the bill! 
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Then shall the world with gladness dance, 

In view of its deliverance, 
And in connection with it, write 

Another name in lines of light! 



OUR LOFTY PEDIGREE. 



How glorious 'tis, to know that we, 
Whose feet press Earth's dull sod; 

Are sparks of immortality, 
Struck from the life of God! 

As this is so, beyond a doubt, 
We'll bless the Power that gives. 

The "will" to cast sin's meanness out 
And live more manly lives! 

We'll seek our Father on the lines 
Along which Nature's trending, 

By methods Jesus Christ defines. 
With scientific blending! 

But ah! — whence comes this sad upheaval 

Of bad — distempered blood? 
In which a known inferior evil 

So often dominates good! 

If God has sown the good, sound wheat. 
What power has sown the seeds 

Which our best expectations cheat 
At harvest time, with weeds? 
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Is there a power superior to — 

Transcending that of Gods? 
Instinctively we answer no — 

And back our faith with odds! 

Two "Powers" in conflict cannot be, 
With equal strength and skill; 

One, must from sheer necessity, 
Yield to the other's will! 

"Omnipotence" of course controls 

The principle of evil, 
Whose fearful grasp on sensuous souls 

Suggests a personal devil! 

And in due time we shall, no doubt. 

Without the least surprise; 
See every evil thing cast out, 

From earth, and sea, and skies! 

Sorrow, adversity and pain 

If rightly understood. 
Have always following in their train. 

Some spiritual good! 

'Tis oftenest through sharp discipline, 
We catch a glimpse of love divine. 

Which in our weakness, hovers 'round 
To tenderly bind up the wound 

Which had by its own hand been given, 
To wean the soul from earth to Heaven! 



— 78;: — 

Though Falsehood is with Truth at war, 
In ways which puzzle reason; 

The Truth on her triumphal car 
Will crush it out in season 

To vindicate her right to be 

Crowned with imperial sovereignty! 

Then from the universal throat 

Of nature, shall mellifluent float 
The rich, ecstatic, royal song. 

Of "Eight" triumphant over "Wrong,*' 
While Truth and Justice grandly move 

In harmony with Infinite love; 
And grateful men in chorus sing. 

Evil is outlawed, God is King! 



LIFE'S PUZZLE. 



How few there are who ever think, 
Of what the fact of "Life" implies — 

That they are living on the brink 
Of two unknown Eternities! 

One — through the past — with sweep immense- 

Seems an impenetrable waste, 
An Ocean — hid by clouds so dense, 

Its definite outlines can't be traced! 

The other — stretching on before, 
Though overflowing with suggestions. 

Declares she won't unlock the door, 
And turns a deaf ear to our questions! 

So, turning from both of them away — 
We'll give our thought to present duty — 

If faithful to our tasks to-day. 
To-morrow's morn will dawn in beauty! 

Enabling us Truth's heights to scan, 
'Til fired with purposes sublime; 

No one who calls himself a man. 
Will up its heights refuse to climb! 



THE UNJUST JUDGE. 



The Unjust Judge who lets life's social vermin 

Bedraggle and befoul "Judicial ermine," 
And who, without the very slightest qualm 

Of conscience, seeks with ever open palm, 
To give the verdict to the Knave or Noodle 

Who'll grease that itching palm with bribery boodle, 
Should be pulled down from his exalted station 

With loathing and the bitterest execration! 
Then, bribed and briber should be lashed together. 

And treated to a coat of "tar and feather" — 
Or at the cart-tail or the whipping post 

Be soundly flogged 'til they give up the ghost! 

The legal crank who villainously tries 

To pull the bandage from fair justice's eyes 
'Til she extends an itching, fever^h palm 

And takes the proffered bribe mthout a qualm. 
Should — pilloried on a pyramid of kegs. 

Be stoned to death with antiquated eggs — 
And buried deep— by men whose hearts are steeled 

'Gainst any pity — in the Potters field! 
And over them, should plainly be inscribed — 

"Such is the fate of bribers and the bribed! 



MY FRIEND. 



When days are dark, and circumstances frown. 
And what seemed gold, has proved but worthless 

Turn trustingly to Him, to whom is known [clay; 
Your inmost needs, as they mature each day! 

His Fatherly love is equal to the task 

Of carefully supplying every want 
Of every child, and wishes you to ask 

For any thing Omnipotence can grant! 

Ask freely then dear friend, don't hesitate 

Because of any felt unworthiness — 
Your Father's heart is large — His love is great — 

He'll surely comfort you in your distress! 

Lean on Him then, and do not be afraid 

To roll upon Him every grief and care, 
For has He not in tenderest accents said — 
"Thou art my child — I will thy burden bear?" 

Though full of weaknesses and imperfection. 
The blessed "Jesus" tells us, over and over. 

No penitent soul need ever feel dejection. 

Lest Infinite Love won't his transgressions cover! 
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Jesus and John both tell us "God is Love," 
And Bethlehem Angels sang the same refrain. 

While Nature's myriad voices join to prove 
What to our higher instincts is so plain I 

If we once realize God's Fatherhood, 

And all that such Paternity involves; 
Our lives cannot be otherwise than good, 
. Instead of such a patch-work of resolves! 

In spite of our un worthiness God has sought us, 
Through all life's labarynthine paths of sin; 

And by the life and lips of Jesus taughfc us 
Just how to fight life's battle, and to win! 

Sister, don't be depressed, God is so near 
You all day long, and through the hours of night, 

That any prayer you whisper in His ear, 
He'll listen to, and answer with delight! 

We are His children sister, and we must — 
Placing our hands in His, walk bravely on. 

With faith unquestioning, and child-like trust. 
That He best knows the best thing to be done! 

Say here's my hand my Father, please to clasp 
It tightly, that I never more may stray 

Beyond the reach of Thy Paternal grasp. 
But lovingly lean on thee day by day! 

May not the past with its sharp discipline — 
In memory of which my heart still bleeds, 
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Be deemed sufficient by a "Love divine" 
To overbalance all my evil deeds? 

If it be possible Father, let the light 
Of joy and peace my future steps attend, 

And supplement my weakness by Thy might — 
My folly — by Thy wisdom, 'til life's end! 

And if it please Thee thatlove's sun shall shine 
And fill my coming days with rest and peace, 

I'll greet a dispensation so divine. 

With glad thanksgiving that shall never cease! 



WHAT IS LIFE? 

A birth — a wedding — and a death — 

A cradle — Home, and tomb — 
With intervening incidents 

Of brilliancy and gloom! 

The child brings nothing into life, 

He carries nothing out — 
While smiles and tears, and peace and strife 

Diversify the route! 

Thousands who mingle with the crowd 

That rushes past to-day — 
Wrapped in an undertaker's shroud, 

To-morrow sweeps away! 

This coming from — we know not whence — 
And going? — we know not where! — 

Is hard to comprehend, and hence 
We're sometimes in despair! 

A fog, obscures the way we've come — 

A mist shuts down before — 
'Til even speculation's dumb 

As to that other shore! 
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While one survives for seventy years, 

In youths another dies; 
Escaping thus life's pains and tears, 

From which the suicide flies! 

Self murder is, of all the schemes 
To escape life's ills, the worst 

That ever fired a drunkard's dreams — 
By God and man accursed! 

Who bravely bears life's burdens here. 
Beneath misfortune's frown, 

Will find when he gets over there, 
They've underlaid a crown! 

To him who fights and overcomes 

His baser greeds, is given 
A quitclaim deed to any home 

He may select in heaven! 



BOSTON. 

INSCRIBED TO THE SATURDAY EVENING GAZETTE, WHICH 
HAS FOR FIFTY YEARS ILLUSTRATED THE JOURNAL- 
ISM OF BOSTON, AND SHED ITS GENIAL 
LIGHT ON THE CULTURED CIRCLES OF 
THE "ATHENS" OF AMERICA. 

o 

Boston! that grand old city by the sea — 

Home of my youth, and manhood's earlier years, 
Where Patriots nursed the infant Liberty, [spheres! 
Whose outstretched hands now bless two Hemi- 

I love her bricks and stones — her salt-sea air — 
Her suburbs, radiating far and wide — 

Her business palaces, and dwellings, where 
Ambition's utmost want is satisfied! 

Her Polytechnic, and her common schools, 

Whose faithf al teachers cannot tolerate fools. 
Are yearly sending such an influence forth. 

As leaves the imprint of its sterling worth. 
Not only on our own, but other lands. 

Where barbarous ignorance, imploring stands 
With more or less of hopeful expectation 

Of good results from coming civilization! 
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Her towering spires suggest the way to Heaven, 
As preached and prayed and sung one day in seven 

In Sunday school and auditorium, 
To which her hungering thousands weekly come, 

In eager search of spiritual bread 

On which their inner cravings may be fed! 

She sends broadcast, a weekly literature. 

Exceptionally wholesome, sound and pure, 
And if an honest verdict were expressed 

By readers, North and South and East and West, 
'Twould be — if she keeps up her present tone 

Of peerless excellence. She'll stand alone! 
Though possibly Chicago, may some day, 

In these respects, with "Athens," get away! 

One must aim high, if he would, every time, 
Hit the bulls-eye, and make his work sublime; 

Go forward then, improving every feature — 
Draw freely from the best in art and nature — 

Frowning on vice — on virtue always smile. 
And never countenance the slightest guile! 

Lovers of "Truth" — be true to your convictions — 

Don't tolerate unscientiiic fictions, 
You'll sooner grow faty by knawing rasp or file. 

Than good or wise, on "Haggard's" barbarous style. 
Of sloppy pandering to a vicious taste. 

Which can't discriminate 'twixt gem and paste! 

Those literary stomachs must be tough, 
Who can put up with "Stockton's" silly stuff — 
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Who furnishes — instead of truth intact, 
A ton of nonsense to an ounce of fact! 

The very worst results are bound to come 
To those who feast on such poor pabulum 

As is turned out by men, whom I believe 
Spend half their time in laughing in their sleeve. 

At the strange gullibility of the geese 

Whom they have fastened on, to bleed ajxd fleece! 

Withdraw your money and how soon these men 

Will drop disgusted — ^the fantastic pen — 
Which — while it filled their undeserving purse, 

Has proved a mental and a moral curse 
To those, who, in their ignorance, witR avidity. 

Drink from these fountains flowing with stupidity! 
The country's tired of literary slops — 

And longs for good, nutricious steaks and chops — 
Such food as will develop healthy chyle, 

And carry off the surplus moral bile! 

Maintain your standard, 'til from sea to sea 

The world admits your superiority — 
And compeers gracefully confess the debt 

They owe the "Boston Saturday Night Gazette" 
Whose agile Puck of true Shakesperian birth — 

In forty minutes skips around the earth — 
And in his circuit gathers from all climes 

The very newsiest items of the times. 
Whose pertinent points you deftly now and then. 

So daintily put, with pithily pungent pen 
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That every day, wise men will squirm and twist. 
To get their names on your subscription list, 

And I've no doubt, that should this list be shown, 
'Twould prove to be the toniest in town! 



WHEN? WHERE? WHY? 



Though often baffled, we'll again reherse 
Questions of life in God's vast Universe! 

And ask, where through the ages passed away, 
Were stored these germs which wake to life to-day? 

Whence came this spark of immortality? [why?" 
With its deep questionings, "when and how and 

Oan no one tell me from what distant place 

In all this grand immensity of space, 
This throbbing, conscious personality — 

This dot of life — this personal pronoun, "I," 
Was forced, regardless of its own election, 

With not the slightest chance for its rejection? 

Thrown on an unknown strand for good or evil. 
By an impulsive, passionate upheaval — 

In ancestry who really knew no more 

Of their own advent from the unseen shore 

Than I of mine, as I sit here and ponder 
In utter helplessness the growing wonder! 

My studious spirit contemplates with awe 
The proofs of all pervading natural law. 
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Which reaches out and grasps unfathomed spaces 
Where starry suns, with self illumined faces, 

Light up a circling system of their own 
Whose wondrous orbit still remains unknown! 

Then when we concentrate the Solar rays 

To aid our earnest microscopic gaze, 
In making careful and minute inspection 

Of nature, in an opposite direction. 
We everywhere perceive marked indication 

That mental forces permeate Creation, 
Which, stretching back through aeons of infinity. 

Suggests the actuality of Divinity! 

So, generation after generation. 
Has, with a most determinate persistence 

Sought earnestly to solve this life's relation 
To what we sometimes dream of — "pre-existence." 

But, all in vain our effort to discover [sprung; 

The hidden source from whence these lives have 
In vain we press the question over and over, 

The spell of silence is on nature's tongue! 

Age upon age, and countless drifting years 
Passed, antecedent to thfs transient span 

Of "three score years and ten," which it appears 
Limits the disappointing life of man. 

We know the present, and suspect the past, 
How about that which stretches on before? 

Why do our spirits sometimes stand aghast 
At possible wreckage on a future shore? 
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Guessing is vain! We were not meant to know 
The mystery of the coming and the gone, 

Through this short, shadowy life, 'tis ours to go. 
Trusting a wisdom broader than our own! 

'Tis ours to influence coming generations 

To true conceptions of a life sublime. 
And, acting out our noblest inspirations. 

Stamp "truth's" grand imprint on all coming time! 

If such is fact, it surely matters not, 

What the surroundings of our passing years — 

If here, or there, or other cherished spot, 

Witnessed our joys and sorrows, smiles and tears! 

When all is over, on some far off shore 
Still studying up the mystery of living. 

We will, we trust, with loved ones gone before — 
Expand to larger life, with glad thanksgiving! 

And when on wisdom's wings, we've wandered far 

Beyond the faintest telescopic star. 
And stretched beyond, as far as eye can reach. 

See shoreless spaces with no bound or beach — 
Then will these lives once rooted in earth's sod, 

Begin to comprehend the works of God! 



LIFE'S PENDULUM. 



Oh, there are times when surging waves of evil 
Sweep with resistless fury through the soul — 

Times when it seems as if the very devil, 
Subordinated us to his control! 

Times, when forgetting all our aspirations 
After a life that's noble, true and grand. 

We slip away from virtuous foundations 
And lose ourselves in folly's shifting sands! 

And when at last, all blefeding, bruised and hurt, 
The 6oul, repentant, struggles to be free 

From its environment, and dares assert 
Its claim to a Divine paternity. 

It promptly turns its back on self-indulgence 
And joyous, sees through spiritual eyes, 

The word "Forgiven," glowing with effulgence. 
Blazoned along the superincumbent skies! 



OUR 'NATIONAL BIRD. 



Brave Bird of Freedom! — from thy glorious wing 
My muse has plucked a quill with which to sing 

The praises of the Goddess Liberty — 
Who is so proudly symbolized by thee! 

One glance of thine stirs up the patriot's soul 
To seek the front — where Duty calls the roll 

Of Honor — and, with ardent consecration, 
Brave lives are given to save the periled Nation! 

The light of freedom blazes in those eyes 
Which with unblenching vision sweep the skies. 

As nobly spurning earth's inferior haunts. 
For larger liberty thy spirit pants! 

With pride, we watch thee in thy peerless flight 
From Earth to Heaven 'til fairly lost to sight — 

Since seventy-six, thou hast our pulses stirred 
To noble deeds — thou grand historic bird! 

So, when in answer to his country's calls 

The unselfish patriot in battle falls 
We'll watch his flight 'til like a blazing star, 

He passes swiftly through the "Gates Ajar," 
And bless the Power that has permission given 

To pass such patriots through those gates to Heaven ! 



LIBERTY. 

CHICAGO, 1887. 
o 

Oh, Liberty! thou great undaunted 
Goddees by the sounding sea — 

Whose brazen footsteps firm are planted 
In "Old Bedloe's" masonry! 

Thou art — with stars and stripes unfurled — 
The banner Goddess of the world! 

Thou standest there with unblenched eyes 
And lightnings flashing from thy fists 

Illuminating midnight skies, 

And piercing through the fog and mists! 

The landsman's pride, the sailor's hope — 
The joy of every misanthrope! 

Oh, Say! brave Goddess of the free. 

As in thy beauty thou dost stand 
Embodying to posterity 

A sentiment supremely grand. 
Say! wilt thou not with thy bronze fists 

Smite to the earth those anarchists 
Who in their ignorance have come 

To drive thee from thy western home? 
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It may be that thy vigorous glance 

May penetrate with eagle vision 
Across the ocean — where poor France 

Has made herself the worlds derision! 
By telegraphing o'er the sea 

Her anarchistic sympathy! 

Methinks I hear you whisper "zounds! 

Oan freemen sympathize with hounds? 
Whose flags read — ^Down with Law and Parson! 

Up with outrage, blood and arson!' 
And who would put myself to flight 

With bombshells, charged with dynamite, 
And then would dance with devilish glee 

Above the grave of Liberty?" 

Grand Goddess! let thine eyes of flame 
With lofty scorn flash o'er the wave, 

'Til anarchy hangs its head in shame 
And seeks oblivion in the grave! 



"SUCCESS" A DUTY. 



Strike the hammer on the anvil 

'Til with resonance it rings! 
Deal in facts and not in fancies, 

Dig and find the roots of things! 

Fence the desert, bridge the river, 
Climb the mountain, scale the cliff! 

Lift yourself above life's levels 
Like the peak of Tenerifife! 

With keen, observant ear and eye 
Study your surroundings well, 

Lest even a single chance slip by 
That might to your advantage tell! 

Past as minutes make the hours. 
And weeks and months swell into years, 

Trifles develop giant powers 
To bless or curse, with hopes or fears! 

'Tis well directed "will" that rides 
Successfully life's stormiest seas. 

Which triumphs over adverse tides 
And utilizes every breeze! 
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'Tis studious, unremitting toil, 
Accompanied by nerve and pluck, 

That doesn't spare the midnight oil, 
And don't believe in fate or luck; 

That natural laws combine to bless 
With grand and glorious success! 



GOD IN NATURE. 

O 

MY FATHEB. 



I recognize thee in that unseen power 
That hurls the hurricane across the sea, 

And seeks expression in the summer shower, 
Distilling softly on the blossoming tree. 

Thou'rt in the thunder cloud, where lightnings play 

And temporarily eclipse the sun. 
And in the alternating night and day, 

Which everlastingly their circuits run. 

I see thee in that insect life, so brief 
That its swift journeying from birth to death 

Finds illustration in the fluttering leaf 
Blown from the pendant spray by zephyrous breath. 

I trace thy wisdom in life's lowliest germ 
That swims the sea or burrows in the soil. 

And from the industrious instincts of a worm 
I learn success attends persistent toil. 

I see thee in those matchless art creations 
That still survive the ruthless touch of time. 
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And which shall be to unborn generations 
A spur to make their transient lives sublime. 

I see thee in those brilliant corruscations 

Which stream in splendor on the northern night, 

And which, so baffling to investigations 
I gaze upon with wonder and delight. 

I see thee in those grand, unswerving laws, 
Which hold in leash the limitless creation. 

Through which thy wondrous magnetism draws 
With hardly a perceptible oscillation, 

Its suns and systems, swinging through vast spaces. 
With self-illumined and resplendent faces. 

And grander still, there opens up the vision. 
Through starry vistas, of that "Sun" of suns 

Round which the universe in grand precision 
In vast and complicated cycles runs. 

And toward which circling worlds obedient nod 
In recognition of their center, "God." 

If, Oh, my Father, I have read thee right, 

And Thou can'st be by thoughtful mortals seen 
Through all this shimmering brilliancy of light. 

Mantling the summer landscape with its green. 
If, on the fragrance-laden evening wind. 

Or in the elemental thunder tone. 
Thyself can'st penetrate the conscious mind 

And take possession of its waiting throne. 
Why should my educated instincts crave 

The dreamy help of aisle and architrave, 
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Or deem the ground the mitred priest has trod 
The only proper spot to worship God? 

The consciousness that thou art everywhere, 

Alike pervading earth and sea and air, 
That thou, a personal God, must be in fact 

Quite cognizant of thought and word and act. 
Gives to my life a grand signification. 

Coupling resolve with loftiest aspiration, 
Impelling my soul to shake off sensuous sloth 

And open up its way to larger growth. 

With these convictions not a day can pass 

But what each swelling bud and blade of grass. 
And song birds, nestling 'mid umbrageous leaves, 

And twittering swallows 'neath projecting eaves, 
With all that draws its sustenance from the sod. 

Suggests the presence of a living God; 
And thus my daily life, though full of care. 

Is one grand symphony of song and prayer. 



"76" AT BUNKER HILL 



These lines illnstrate a stirring pictnre of a Revolutionary Father— Son 
and Grandson, as at the head of the "forlorn hope" they are charging into 
the jaws of death! 



All hail! thou patriot of "seventy years," 
Hail! too, thy "son" with honorable scars; 

All honor to that stripling "grandson" too. 
Who in his youthful ardor donned the blue! — 

You have with rattling drum and shrilly fife. 
Each given to freedom one heroic life; 

With nerve high strung 'mid battle's fiery breath, 
You led the charge — "for liberty or death!" 

As with bold front, and with a vigorous tread. 
Heedless alike of dying and the dead, 

You onward trod in freedom's glorious van. 
Each, an unselfish, consecrated man. 

You stand to illustrate for coming time. 
How generations make themselves sublime! 



PLUCK. 

O 

Some men believe in fate and luck, 
But men of sense believe in pluck; 

That nervy, spunky, true blue grit 
Which makes a man "get up and git:" 

A pluck that thrills a man with pride. 
In pulling against the wind and tide; 

Which wisely reefs and trims its sails 
To meet adverse, disastrous gales. 

A will triumphant o'er disaster — 
Asserting itself and proving master; 

A will that no surrender knows — 
That never turns its back to foes; 

Nor flinches in the face of odds. 
Knowing that its success is God's! 

Such souls on circumstances feed. 

And prove their worth in time of need; 

While nerveless souls drift down life's stream 
In one long pusillanimous dream! 

One climbing, scales the walls of Heaven — 
The other perishes unshriven; 



i 
i 
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Suggesting the query: Why on earth 
Was such un worthiness brought to birth? 

We've all, in contrast, often seen 
The grandly good — the ignobly mean! 

Before the one, uncovered stand, 
The noblest spirits in the land! 

The other is happy if exempt 
One moment from supreme contempt! 

Youug man! time presses — don't refuse, 
At once, determinately to choose 

Such courses as shall make your name 
A life-long synonym for fame. 



♦r 



HEROISM. 



The man is grand who takes his stand 

And with anblenching eye, 
Enters the fight for truth and right, 

Eesolved to do or die! 

With honest ire hid eyes flash fire. 

And woe betide the foes 
Who dare to stand before the hand 

That deals such sweeping blows! 

So day by day he pegs away 

'Gainst every form of evil. 
'Til in fair fight he puts to flight 

The world and flesh and devil'! 

Then angels bring his crown and sing 

A song with this refrain: 
"In life's great fight, his honor bright, 

Came through without a stain!" 

Dear sister soul, whose self control, 

And calm deliberation. 
Has been for years, 'mid smiles and tears, 

My life-long inspiration! 



M 
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Believe me when with tongue and pen 

I venture this prediction; 
"In God's assize you'll draw a prize 

Of glorious Benediction!" 



NOBLE WOMANHOOD. 



RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED TO "CLABA BARTON — THE 
"BED CROSS" PHILANTHB0PI8T. 

When any woman, with persistent will, 

Determines life's grand purpose to fulfill, 
'Tis in her power to make her life sublime. 

And stamp her impress on all coming time! 

There's many a woman with a christian tact. 

Knows how the good Samaritan to act. 
And by the impulse of a generous heart, — 

Substantial aid and comfort to impart 
To those whose fondest hopes are overthrown 

By fire and flood, by earthquake and cyclone! 
'Til like the "Phoenix," rising from the dead, | 

With heart undaunted and with level head, 
With undiminished courage, nerve and pluck. 

They shake their fists at fate and laugh at luck! 

I 

Ho! all ye pampered women of the land, J 

This is a matter you should understand — 
How "life and soul" a noble nature gives. 

To let love's sunshine in on darkened lives 
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Who've on the world's cold charities been thrown 
Through influences other than their own! 

With active brain and duty loving soul 

Her aim is God-like and "success" her goal; 
Without her proffered aid and sympathy 

Many despondent souls would droop and die, 
But, aided thus, they will, with dauntless face. 

Enter anew on life's competitive race. 
With better chances far to write their name 

In glorious letters on the scroll of fame 
Than those, who pampered on the lap of ease 

Leave half their energies upon her knees! 

Come to the front, then, ready to disburse 

The surplus funds of your plethoric purse 
And you'll experience a new sensation — 

A novelty of heavenly delectation — 
As 'round you, angels on seraphic wing. 

Censers of sweet appreciation swing! 
Causixig delirious ecstasies to roll 

Through every channel of your sensuous soul! 

And when Death's hounds have driven you to cover. 
They'll lovingly around your advent hover, 

And open up before your wondering eyes 
Grand compensations for your sacrifice! 

The mem'ry that you thus bestowed your treasure 
Will then afford you such exquisite pleasure 

That what you then most deeply will deplore. 
Will be the fact that you did not give more! 
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Still, what you've done shall through the ages glow 
In lines of light across your radiant brow, 

While every soul you've saved from devious ways 
Shall raise their heartfelt anthems in your praise! 



STOP THIEF! 

Procrastination is the thief of time, 
And lives next door to poverty and crime, 

And if not watched against, will, bye and bye 
Close every avenue to prosperity! 

While (mefs debating what he'd better do, 
Another's prompt decision puts him through — 

While you axe hesitating, some one runs — 
Captures the battery and spikes the guns! 

In other words — one often by delay 

In seizing it, throws life's best chance away. 

For when he thinks he'll reach his hand and rake it 
In — 'tis gone and he can't overtake it! 

And then, instead of watching for another. 

Chance that is equally good, exclaims, "Oh, bother!" 

What is the use of fighting thud with fate? 
It is my luck — I always shall be late! 

And so he drifts with aimless indecision, 
And great obliquity of moral vision — 

The dull quintessence of incompetence 

Without a glimmering streak of common sense! 
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The prey of every mean and sneaking devil 
TV ho naturally in sympathy with evil — 

Lasso's these simple sonls with silken coils 
'Til, hand and foot — he has them in his toils! 

Parents and teachers, 'tis a burning shame 
Such things should be! 'tis you who are to blame! 

Why Tvill you selfishly yourselves caress 
And give your thought to vanity and dress, 

Instead of giving care and time and thought. 
To educate your children as you ought? 

Nature entrusts them to your care to-day — 

You are the molders — they the plastic clay — 
Project some fair "Ideal" on your mind, 

Embodying all that's noble and refined, 
Then, with consummate skill and watchfalness. 

Devote your live's with love's unselfishness. 
To making children — if not yours, some others — 

What the world most needs, — good fathers and 
mothers! 

Do you exclaim, "too hard'' I cannot do it — 

I tell you if you don't you'll live to rue it; 
Great men do not result from accident. 

But by prolonged ancestral good intent. 
As generation after generation. 

Climbing the ladder of self -education. 
Develops by the process "broad gauge" brains 

Able to grasp the governmental reins! 
While in acknowledgement, their fellow men 

Insist upon their taking office again! 
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Then educate your son with the intent 
To be a ^^man" if not a president — 

And as to daughters — aim to have their lives 
Blessings if single — doubly so if wives! 



A PROPHECY I 

O— ^ 

E'er long some genius will invent 
A way by which we can control — 

Without the use of instrument — 
The intercourse of soul with soul! 

And when we've found the method sought, 
Casting aside both type and pen — 

The air'U be tremulous with thought 
Winging its way from men to men! 

Then, irrespective of the fact 
That matter dulls ones consciousness, 

Affinities will prompt exact 

Besponse from souls they're born to bless! 

Conditioned thus, my glad soul sips 
Through all these miles of frosty air. 

Sweet nectar from the sweet two lips 
That haunt my vision every where! 

And can you doubt whose lips they be 
That haunt my memory day and night? 

'Tis only known to you and rw6, 
And that, I know you'll say is right! 



MY CENTRAL SUN I 

Oh, blessed God! thou art the central sun, 
Round which, I constantly revolving, run; 

And daily from thy glowing disc receive 

The light and heat in which I move and live! 

Upon Life's moral axis every day. 

Sadly, I slowly turn from thee away — 

Anticipating with a keen delight. 

The morn's deliverance from folly's night! 

Two powerful forces dwelling in my soul — 
Duty and Impulse, all my life control; 

Antagonistic— in a constant strife — 

I feel their influence running through my life! 

Duty is calm, conservative and slow. 
And holds me constant in the path I go; 

While Impulse, quite erratic, loving change. 
Would break away from life's appointed range! 

Duty, "centripetal," holds me fast to thee 
In the strong bonds of congeniality! 

While^ impulse, spurns the hand that holds her in, 
And "Centrifugal" dashes off to sin! 
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Oh, glorious sun! through all my being shine 
'Til thou shalt melt my selfish will in thine; 

And as the moon's face always turns to me, 
So may I always look, Oh God, to thee! 

Now keenly conscious of these diverse aims. 
Each force persisting in its jealous claims; 

I WILL — that impulse, yielding up its power, 
Merges in duty from this very hour! 

When nervous Impulse and calm Duty join. 
They form a character, so much like Thine, 

That, basking in the sunshine of Thy rays, 
No intervening night shall cloud my days! 

And finding my growing tendency to be 
Personally, more and more like thee; 

Having, with all that's centrifugal, done, 
Joyous, I fly to Thee, my central sun! 



A PSALM OF LIFE I 



I thank thee Father: thou canst so impress 
Thy living self upon my consciousness, 

That each illumined, quickened sense shall shine 
To prove my life a "spark" struck oflE from thine! 

Craving this favor from thy loving grace — 
With up-turned eye and hope illumined face; 

My soul within its sanctuary bends 
In consecration to life's noblest ends! 

I glory in the power of self assertion 

That pulls against the stream with vigorous nerve; 
Its moral vim so strengthened by exertion 

That earth's best things its highest needs subserve! 

I clasp his hand, who claims that life's horizon 

Extends beyond the sensuous and the seen — 
That souls rejecting sins seductive poison 

Pass through the sleep of death and wake serene 
Amid the consciousness of new surroundings 

To which they presently adjust their vision, 
'Til all its grand expansions and aboundings 

Have opened out with marvellous precision! 
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Then clear cut "truth" in glorious revelation 
Shall come to every pure, receptive mind, 

Whose past experience is an indication 
That what it seeks in earnest it will find! 

Father, while thus I muse in deep reflection 
Upon my close relationship to thee. 

Project thyself in all thy grand perfection 
'Til it o'ershadows and envelops me! 

May every thought that flashes through my soul, 
And finds expression through the eye and lip — 

Bear clearest evidence of thy control, 
"Itself" the proof of thy pure censorship! 

Though life be verging to its evening slope. 
And though its sands are slipping fast away. 

The spanning radiance of the bow of hope 
Suggests the glories of eternal day! 



MYSTERY I 

Oh, subtle power! — Oh, silent force! — 
Which streaming from its unseen source, 

Permeates earth and air and sea. 
Driving a world's machinery ! 

Though man, with his inventive mind. 

Has striven for centuries to find 
An open door through rvhich to climb 

And gaze on mysteries sablime, 
'Mid which with infinite prevision 

Nature moves with prompt decision 
On universal lines, which trend 

Directly to their destined end, 
He has but skirmished on the edge 

Of knowledge, with his deep sea dredge, 
And given but few indiflFerent knocks 

To filch her secret from the rocks! 

It is to few, the wisdom's given 

To scale the walls of Nature's heaven, 

Though sometimes she has had the grace 
To lift the veil that hides her face 

And give us through this generous act — 
In place of guesses, solid fact! 
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Thus doisg, Nature clearly shows 

Her wish that man should diagnose 
Symptoms which frequently surprise 

His sharp, investigating eyes, 
And though once baffled, try again 

And every mental effort strain, 
'Til perseverance finds the key 

To unlock every mystery! 
Then, reaching upward from the sod, 

Through her, find fellowship with God! 



A RYTHMIC FABLE. 



One day last summer — wandering in the field 

Where Mother Hubbard squashes largely yield 
Their succulent fibre for thanksgiving pies 

I heard some thirsty rootlets' smothered cries, 
'Twas for a drop of water which had found 

Its way toward these rootlets under ground 
As they were struggling hard to force their way 

Where dew was falling nights — and rain by day, 
So when they saw this tiny drop of water 

With importunity they each besought her 
To tip with moisture, their dry, thirsty roots — 

In other words "to liquidate their throats!" — 

It answered with a sympathetic look 

"I certainly will, if by some *Hook or Crook' 

I possibly can — at any rate I'll try 

To visit you with help before you die." 

It seems there had been little or no rain 
For several months along that arid plain. 

And orchard rootlets very often made 
In their extremity a fruitless raid 

In search of moisture which was hard to get — 
And they were getting desperate "you bet!" 
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They then bethought them of the neighboring river, 
Which heretofore had been a liberal giver — 

And which, conjointly with the summer sun 
Had these same fields with plenty overrun! 

And said to it, "our faith in you is great — 
We cannot think you'll leave us to our fate!" 

Answering to which, the rushing river said, 

"I have no power to leave my channel's bed, ' 
In such a matter I've no choice whatever. 

But must — like 'Tennyson's brook,' flow on forever. 
Still, were I you — I think I'd ask the sun 

To do his best, and see what could be done. 
He'll doubtless help— for unless rumor lies 

The sun's not only bright — but good and wise! 
Good-bye! — I can't stay longer, I mu&t go — 

Or I shan't reach the Gulf of Mexico!" 

It was not long before a "ray of light" 

By rapid transit, travelling day and night 
Had lighted on this field, so dry and hot 

And penetrated to the very spot 
Where each dry rootlet as her instincts taught her 

Was clamoring incessantly for water; 
'Twas then this "kindly ray," whose heart was warm 

With generous impulse, trembled with alarm 
And took a very rapid backward run 

To hold a hasty conference with the sun ! 

'Twas early morning — just at break of day — 
The rising sun saw this returning Vray" — 
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And as was usual — with impatience burned 
To know the reason why he had returned! 

The "Ray" came in— "Old Sol" said, take a chair- 
I've just about four minutes time to spare — 

Don't tremble so — don't let your color fade — 
Take your own time — you must not be afraid ! 

Thus urged he told the sun how very sorry 
He had been made by that poor rootlet's story 

And said it would assuage his heart felt grief 
If steps were taken for their prompt relief! 

The Sun in answer said — "a/ once deliver 
This message to the Mississippi river, 

And any other running stream or lake 
That in your rapid flight you overtake, 

"To-morrow morning, when my rays are bright, 
I'll draw on every one of you at sight! 

Tou'U recognize my 'chirographic fist' — 

And in response you'll promptly rise in mist — 

Making connection with the fastest wind 
You run against or can by eflEort find!" 

Then calling up ten million rays of heat 

He told them they must concentrate and beat 
Upon the surface of a thousand streams 

Until beneath their fierce caloric beams — 
Through some peculiar legerdemanic twist — 

Their surface waters should go up in mist. 
Which held in equilibrium by the air, 

Could easily be wafted anywhere! 
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The morning came, and soon as it was liglit, 

Ten million "heat rays" took their rapid flight 
And, anxious to earn the little rootlet's thanks. 

By filling np their thirsty water tanks — 
They soon arrived and hovering o'er the river 

Cried out in thunder tones — "stand and deliver 
As much pure water as this crowd can carry 

Or we will drain you dry, so do not tarry!" 

The river who had just received his mail 

And saw the sun's big drafts on him grew pale 
And calling to his side his oldest daughter 

Whom he long since had christened "running water" 
"I think,"he said, "the sun is getting daft 

To think that I will honor such a draft, 
It will not leave enough to furnish drink 

For half the cities on the river's brink. 
And won't our summer patrons think it nice 

To go next year without a pound of ice?" 

"Father!" she cried — ^I do not like thing's looks, 
The "heat rays" have just now thrown out their hooks 

Our water drops are caught up one by one. 
They've got me too, dear father, I am gone! 

On hearing which the saucy heat rays laughed 
And mercilessly followed up their draft. 

Then gathering up their draperies in a cloud 
They hung around a mountain like a shroud ! 

"Now is your time" our little sunbeam cries, 
Let vigorous breezes skurry through the skies. 
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Let some go East, some West, some North, some South, 
Wherever there is suffering from drouth! 

The listening douds, on hearing, promptly went 

And to their mission all their eflEorts bent 
Until onr "sunbeam" said, this is the plain. 

Where roots are thirsting for a drop of rain, 
Let every "zephyr" carrying a cup 

Of water, turn his dipper "bottom up," 
And let their copious moisture seek the roots 

Long time so thirsty, until vigorous shoots 
Bursting their bonds and climbing through the scd 

Shall smile their sweet acknowledgements to God! 



ON THE HEIGHTS! 

The Poet has an iDspiratioD caught 

Which burns along his higher lines of thought 
From which when he has bountifully fed 

His own soul craving, he deals out as bread 
To other, and inferior ranking minds 

Who're satisfied with squeezed out pulp and rinds! 

He's not to blame for standing near the fire, 

Which keeps his generous pulses beating higher 
Than other mortals of inferior clay. 

Who sleep all night and fight the wolf all day; 
Who scoflE at genius' flights and in disgust 

With her suggestions, grovel in the dust 
Of "common place" and run in narrow ruts 

Of prejudice, and doubting ifs and buts! 

The generous Genius, often views with pain 

The struggling crowds who can't the heights attain, 
Reached by himself through years of generous toil 

And large expenditure of Headlight oil. 
And would if possible lift others up 

To taste with him the soul inspiring cup 
Whose sparkling waters in perrennial flow 

Find their pure source in Mount Parnassean snow! 
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Then hurry up, and gathering 'round its brink, 
From Helliconian waters deeply drink, 

'Til your whole being quivering with delight — 
Tou long to live forever on the height! 



"COURAGE." 



Where is thy courage, Oh, despondent soul ? 

Why should'st thou think that thou art left alone? 
That God has left thee to thine own control, 

With no support but thine own weak back bone? 

Has He not crowned thee with a glorious will. 

And placed thee where thou canst if thou art wise. 

The grandest hope of thine ambition fill. 
In its persistent, joyous exercise? 

Supposing He had made thee a machine — 
To move obedient to a stringent law — 

In which no personality is seen. 

In its perfection— quite without a flaw? 

In its construction — "right" in every part, 
Eegardless of surroundings, time and place. 

Without a thinking brain, or feeling heart — 
Like clock — whose hands revolve upon its face! 

No personal merit ever could attach 
To its most perfect working, day or night. 

For, like a compensation — jewelled watch. 
Your Maker guarantees you shall go right! 
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Between the two, what man would dare refuse, 
To exercise his individual "will," 

And with the ^^alternative" to "loin or loser 
Attempt Life's grandest purpose to fulfill? 



NEVER DESPAIR. 

O 

In the early momisg watches, 
When the world is hushed and still; 

Ere the dawning day first catches 
Glints of sunlight on the hill; 

If you are mentally distressed, 
Look to God for peace and rest! 

When to-day is filled with sorrow, 
And its shadows darkly lay 

Across the threshold of to-morrow. 
Don't despondently give way; 

But, with upturned, hopeful face. 
Seek and find sustaining grace! 

When temptation sweeps in fury 
Like a cyclone through the soul, 

As if in ruin it would bury 
Life's best hopes, beyond control. 

Do not, like a "poltroon" yield; 
Inch by inch contest the field! 

For though the struggle may be long. 
And broken weapons strew the way. 
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Bight shall triumph over wrong, 
And truth and justice win the day! 

'Til bright winged angels trooping come 
To bear the Conquering Hero Home! 



GOD'S ATTRIBUTES, 

O— 

His "Truth" to me is precious — sweet — 
Shedding its light about my feet! 

Chasing the shadows from my way — 
Turning my darkest night to day! 

His "Goodness/' like the morning light, 
Dawning, makes all my pathway bright! 

And on the evening of my days, 
Shall shed its ever genial rays! 

His "Purity," with stainless glow! 

Falls round me everywhere I go. 
And entering my sympathetic heart, 

The welcome guest shall ne'er depart! 

His "Wisdom," like the rising sun! 

Illumes life's pathway as I run; 
While its commands, distinct and clear, 

Bing out upon my listening ear; 

Bidding me rise, and be and do, 
The best I think and feel and know — 

That when life's record shall be read. 
In shame I may not hide my head. 
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His "Justice," on straight lines of light, 
Works out the principles of Right— 

Sincerely seeking the same end, 
Justice becomes my staunchest friend! 

His "Love," a dazzling, glowing gem, 
Reflects the rest in one bright beam! 

Above, beneath, and all abroad — 
Spelling the wondrous name of God! 



HUMANITY'S PRAYER. 

Descend, Oh Father, from thy gracious throne. 
And heed our prayer so simple in its tone, 

And kindle in our grateful hearts a flame 
Of loving adoration for Thy name! 

May Thy pure kingdom come in every breast, 
Each heart submissive be to Thy behest, 

'Til selfishness, in all its forms is driven 
Away from us, and earth becomes a heaven! 

From Thy grand fullness meet our daily need 
For moral, mental, and material bread, 

Pardon our sins, dear Father, teaching thus 
How we should do to those who injure us. 

'Gainst sinful pleasures help us set our face, 
Keep us from Folly's ignis fatuus chase, — 

We ask these simple blessings, for we know 
Thine is the kingdom, power, and glory too! 



"Christ," in this simple, model prayer, 
So comprehensive in its scope, 

Not only undermines despair, 
But gives expectancy to hope! 



In Memoriam 



.... or ... . 



Under the Willows. 



INSPIRATION. 

The man of mental resource can control 
His inspirations as they ceaseless roll 

Across his consciousness in lines of light, 
And storing up, can draw on them at sight! 

Thus David — Israel's gifted genius — sang. 

The lofty thoughts that drifted through his brain, 

'Til down the years the inspirations rang 

In silvery Christmas chimes and organ strain! 

The fervid themes that fired the psalmist's soul 
Lit up the pathway by old martyrs trod. 

Who — holding sensuous natures in control — 
Welcomed the flames that blazed their way to God! 

Bright hopes to-day and dark despair to-morrow 
Swept through his life in terrible transitions, 

'Til he had sounded every depth of sorrow. 
And tested life in all its strange conditions! 

But when temptation stormed his sensuous nerves 
And waked sin's passionate echos in his soul 

Until he fell — his sad experience serves 

To prove man's^constant need of self control! 
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From thencB, triumphant o'er himself, he rose 
To loftiest moral heights, on wings sublime; 

Whence his exuberant spirit overflows 
With sweet refreshment for all coming time! 

Like David, many a Father, almost wild. 

Has sounded sorrow's depths, with bitterest smart, 

As bending o'er his darling, dying child. 

He sees death's fingers clutching at its heart. 

Oh, where shall anguished souls obtain relief? 

Where find a balm to soothe heart-breaking grief? 
How line with silver, sorrow's lowering cloud. 

And see a "wedding garment" in a shroud? 

I, too, have sorrowed, and with David wept. 
As death's dark storm has o'er my hearthstone swept 

With him, I've sorrow's darkest garments worn, 
As death, a darling from my arms has torn ! 

With him I've held in leash rebellious will, 
'Neath inspiration's utterance, "Peace! be still!" 

And listening, heard an angel's soft refrain, 

"Your personal loss, has been your darling's gain!" 

Oh! if 'tis so, and I may thus believe. 
How can my soul, rebellious, longer grieve? 

Gladly I'll drop my burden of despair. 
And roll on Infinite pity all my c^re! 



ON THE HILLSIDE. 



By grand old Mississippi's stream, 

Where storm-clouds sweep and sunburst's gleam, 
And alternating hill and dell 

In gentle undulations swell, 
Are rocky cliflfs, that beetling rise 

In quiet grandeur to the skies! 

Each winter drifts across their brow, 

A dazzling diadem of snow! 
Then through the summer, roses bloom. 

And daisies breathe a sweet perfume, 
And joyous birds with plumage rare, 

With sweetest song flood all the air! 
And grand old trees throw grateful shade 

Where hill, slopes downward to the glade — 
Just there, beneath the winter snow. 

We laid our loved one long ago! 

That grassy knoll, in summer time. 

To me's a consecrated shrine! 
And when that spot, beneath the night, 

Eeflects the moon's soft, silvery light. 
In loving thought I thither go. 

And listen, as the river's flow. 
Chants her requiem, sweet and low! 
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As from this eyrie I look forth 

In circling gaze from South to North, 
Though far away the horizon's seen, 

An intermingled blue and green, 
My faith's clear vision piercing through, 

Sees heaven beyond the parting blue! 
And turning to the sculptured stone, 

I read, "Not here; she's rizen!" she's gone 
To where earth's weary ones find rest, 

And all true loving souls are blest! 
Under auch lessons why should I repine? 

I'll only say, "not my will. Lord, but thine!" 



IN MEMORIAM. 

O 

Two small grassy mounds 

In Bellefontaine grounds 
Mark the spot where my darlings rest, 

And my heart wildly spurns 

Consolation, and yearns 
To clasp them once more to my breast! 

From an uneasy sleep 

I awaken to weep 
Till my eyes are fierce fountains of tears. 

And I toss to and fro 

In an agonized woe 
Till the moments seem lengthened to years! 

At the close of the day 

I kneel down and pray 
That the dear Father's tender care 

May around them shine 

With a love divine 
Wherever my darlings are! 

Then a heavenly calm 
Like a soothing balm 
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Distilling on heart and brain, 
Whispers "Peace, be still" 
Till my chastened will 

Discovers its loss is their gain! 



WHY? 



Why should we look with such persistent dread, 
Upon the incident in life called "death?" 

Why should his "personality" be dead, 
Who can no longer utilize his breath? 

'Tis the suggestion of sound common sense, 

That "individual personality" 
Must be superior to its accidents — 

That conscious, "inner consciousness" can't die! 

Though death lays low the part that eats and drinks. 
The "outside shell" that has been utilized, 

To furnish shelter for the thing that thinks. 
And which it has, perhaps too highly prized! 

These "sparks of life" that have their source in God, 

Must be superior to senseless clay! 
This conscious "will" must dominate the sod. 

And rise, progressive through an endless day! 

Then let us so adjust life's flowing sails, 
With sharp lookout for breakers on our lee. 

That we may ever have truth's favoring gales, 
In our swift passage to Eternity! 



■THOUGHTS." 

O 

SUGGESTED BY A WITHERED FLOWER FROM A CHILD'S 
GRAVE. 



Sweet little mountain flower 
That grew on Amy's grave 

Where dandelions bloom 
And hillside grasses wave! 

All summer thou wast wooed 
By zephyr's softest breath — 

Drawing thy nourishment 
From the rich mould of death! 

Like hers, thy form has faded — 
Lifeless — pulseless — dry — 

Like hers, thy life of fragrance 
Has floated to the sky! 

The beauty of both lives 
Went sweetly out to God — 

Her's, comes again in memories— 
ThinCy drops upon the sod! 



BEREAVED. 



A silent messeng<)r, with stealthy tread, 
Has crept upon us from the dim unknown, 

And with him, one we so much loved has fled, 
And left a saddened soul to weep alone! 

Yet why deem two souls wholly separated 
By this slight incident of seeming death? 

Can souls who've been a third of a century mated 
Abate in love, because of failing breath? 

When friends have passed away from sensuous view. 

It is a very natural supposition 
That the deep love, for many years so true, 

Still lives to blossom into full fruition! 

We'll cease to mourn, and patient watch and wait, 
And often walk through memory's whispering halls. 

Where we may see each loving, beauteous trait 
Portrayed in glowing colors on its walls! 

And may we not, with listening, well trained ear. 
Catch some faint accents of the loved one's voice. 

As bending o'er us from her spirit sphere. 
She bids us cease our mourning and rejoice? 



Then take this comfort, husband — sister — mother — 
And trust in God, "who doeth all things well," 

If not in this world, surely in some other, 
Thou shalt the Father's loving kindness tell! 



"life"-"death;' 



The ruthless fates with merciless derision 

Have swept a sweet life from my earthly vision, 

And looking out from tear dimmed, sorrowing eyes, 
My heart's fierce questionings assail the skies! 

Of life — mysterious — and mysterious death. 
Whose point of contact is the passing breath, 

One moment with us! — an exultant soul! 
The next — as far removed as pgle from pole! 

Oae hour — a conscious spark, struck oflp from God, 
The next — apparently — a senseless clod! 

Who shall unravel life's snarled, tangled skein 
And from death's chaos, bring these lives again? 

In vain we question science — she replies 
With stony lipa and hard, unloving eyes, 

"I deal in facts — and from their study learn — 
Rooted in earth — life' must to earth return!" 

Science proclaims she cannot think or act 

Beyond the limits of material fact, 
Gives to imagination scanty scope, 

And — faith discarded — has but little hope! 
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Thus death's dark shadow casts a deeper gloom 

Athwart the portals of the sombre tomb, 
Until apparently, from everywhere 

Come breathings of unutterable despair, 
As sinking 'neath a stinging sen&e of pain, 

The soul shrinks back from the unnatural strain. 
And spurning assumed affinity with the sod. 

Like "Job" she longs for, and cries out for God! 

Then cutting adrift from foolish speculation. 
Seeks "Him" in nature and in revelation. 

And with a quickened, spiritual sense. 
Rejoices in His fatherly providence! 

Now, when death wafts a loved one from our eyes 

Eegardless of our prayers, and tears and sighs, 
"Faith" sees beyond the nodding plumes and shroud. 

Love's silver edging on the darkest cload. 
Until, becoming spiritually wise, 

A Father's tenderness we recognize; 
And as, in that which caused us so much pain. 

We recognize progressiveness and gain. 
We feel inclined to say with glad thanksgiving. 

Life without death would not be worth the living! 

That darling child we parted from with tears, 

Saved from the cares that sadden earth's best years. 

Has mingled with the loved ones gone before. 
To what we designate "the shining shore!" 

Where, amid new surroundings and conditions 
They are developing to grand fruitions 
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Under the stimulating focussed rays 

Of God's sweet truth, all through the eternal days. 

Then weeping mother, cast aside your sorrow, 
"Sunset" to-day, suggests "sunrise" to-morrow; 

When, with a joyousness beyond expression, 

Tou'U clasp that child again in sweet possession! 



LONGING. 

O— 

SUGGESTED BY THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 



Flash! flash! great God, athwart my mental eye 
From the deep chaos of this rayless night 

Some explanation of life's mystery, 

And tinge its sombre clouds with lines of light! 

Explain the past, so difficult of credence, 
That life is ours without solicitation — 

That we've no knowledge of our antecedents 
Through any satisfactory revelation. 

Our lives were thrust upon us and we're here. 
Mere floating waifs upon the stream of time. 

Oppressed with doubts and overborne by fear. 
How can we make these transient lives sublime? 

We're in mid-air, upon life's central span. 
Whose concave arches bridge its chasm o'er. 

And rest, in ways as yet unknown to man, 
On viewless piers, upon an unseen shore. 

And from this central span, with curious eyes. 
We strive to pierce the deep obscurity 
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That antedates our birth, and scrutinize 
The possibilities of futurity. 

In vain we gaze with thought's far-reaching eyes, 
In vain we train the ear's expectant drum — 

No flash of light, or whisper from the skies 
Eesponds to either sense— all nature's dumb. 

It really seems if I could only know 
Whence I have come and whither I am going, 

My cup of blessedness would overflow 
Beyond my pen's capacity for showing! 

To-day, I grasp an outstretched, friendly hand. 

To-day, I gaze in soulful loving eyes. 
To-morrow dawns, and I am called to stand 

Within the sick-room where my darling dies. 

The eyes are dim which once flashed liquid fire. 
The heart is still that oft with rapture beat 

In its intensity of glad desire 

To catch the sound of my swift coming feet! 

Where is my friend? This surely is not she. 
For were she here, her unchained heart would fling 

Its ruby rills through every artery. 
And those sweet lips a loving song would sing! 

Ah, no! this senseless, unresponsive clay 
Is but the drapery that my darling wore. 

And which in weariness she laid away 
For glad transferrence to some lovelier shore! 



LOVE'S TRIBUTE. 

CHRISTMAS MORNING, 1888. 



Life of my life, Soul of my soul — 
More precious as the years unroll, 

Eye hath not seen nor ear hath heard, 
Nor any language known the word 

That could the sentiment express 

Which holds my soul in sweet duress! 

'Tis love that binds my soul to thine 

With an intensity divine, 
In bonds no power on earth can break. 

Or from its shrine thine image take; 
A love which no decadence fears, 

But rather gathers strength with years. 

And when, by trials purified — 

Developed and intensified — 
Ceasing not with failing breath, 

Outliving incidental death, 
"Perennial," on life's farther shore. 

Its deathless bloom shall fade no more! 



MY MOTHER. 



Mother — my eyes are moistening with sad tears, 
As memory brings to light life's earlier years; 

When, as a child, I nestled on your breast 
And listening to your "crooning," sank to rest. 

In trustful love, my childish arms 1 flung 
Around your neck, and there in rapture hung 

And nothing could my clinging hold unloose. 
While listening to quaint tales of Mother Goose. 

At other times, it suited just as well 
To hear of Joseph and young Samuel; 

How David, with his simple sling and stone. 
Had the Philistine giant overthrown! 

Often, hot tears have filled my childish eyes. 

As you have stirred my heart's warm sympathies. 

By the recital of poor "Cowper's" plaint 
Before his mother's picture — then a saint! 

My wise, good mother seldom used the rod. 
But led me by her pure, sweet life to God, 

As day by day my glad enraptured ears. 
Drank in the wisdom of maturer years! 
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The memory of those teachings, pure and sweet, 
Still sheds a mellow radiance 'round my feet; 

She had her faults, but in the radiant light 
Of her sweet virtues, all are lost to sight! 

While lacking nothing of material good, 

Her spiritual life found amplitude 
In freqaent visits made from door to door, 

Drawing rich blessings from the grateful poor; 
Who, when they knew their benefactress dead, 

"Ah! she was good to me!" was all they said. 

Thus, grandly dowered with noblest womanhood. 
The plaudit came: "She hath done what she could." 

And now she knows that all was for the besfc — 
Life's discipline, and sorrow, and unrest. 



WHERE ARE THEY ? 



Where now, in all this "Universe of God," 

Are those dear souls, 
Who all along our pathway, while with us. 

So beautifully shed 
The glorious fragrance of their living love? 

With searching eye we sweep the empyrean blue 

In fruitless gaze! 
No answer comes to us from out its depths. 

No voice or sign 
Responds to the enquiry of our hearts! 

Is God a tyrant? 

Thus to rudely break the golden ties, 
That sweetly bind together loving souls? 

One left behind — 
The other usher'd to the vast unknown! 

The fleecy clouds, that oft go sailing by. 

High and far ofif! 
Assume fantastic shapes, and fancy, free — 

Outlines some loved one to my ardent gaze. 
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i 

Or when a flush of glory fills the sky 

Off in the West. 

Where mellow shades, in green and crimson, glow 

In golden light! 

I A gorgeous sunset, bidding us good night, — 

i I sometimes see, through a prismatic eye, 

Wet with a tear. 

The glowing forms of loved ones in the sky. 

And almost hear 

Their angel utterance from its glowing sphere. 

And ask myself, as upward thus I gaze 

With earnest look. 
Are these the doors through which my God displays 

His mansions fair. 
Glowing in beauty, in the upper air? 

^ No answer comes, and the sweet vision fades 

Away from me! 
And yet my faith in God the brighter grows. 

For well I know 
He cares for them, whom I so loved below! 



WHAT IS TRUTH ? 



Our lives are like Kaleidescopes 

Whose broken bits of colored glass — 

Revolving — flash its fears and hopes, 
As they in swift succession pass! 

But ah! it seems to us so strange 
That we've been baffled all these years, 

In our best efforts to arrange 
A life superior to its fears! 

And is there then, no standing place — 
No foothold on the solid rock? 

Where— with a calm, uplifted face — 
We can withstand life's fiercest shock? 

No covert for the storm-tossed soul — 
No shelter from life's blazing sun? 

No calm retreat — umbrageous — cool — 
Where we in self-defense may run? 

I listen — with an upturned eye — 
Expectant ear — and throbbing pulse! 

'Til my rap't soul, deliciously 

In this response of "Truth" exults! 
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The soul — progressive — spnrns the sod — 

And claims aflSnity with God! 
Who, from superincumbent skies 

Reveals himself to him who tries, 
Amid the "rough and tumble" strife 

Attendant on his earthly life, 
His sensuous cravings to deny, 

And live his life unselfishly! 
Who, knowingly, will never slight 

A neighbor's undeniable right; 
But rather strain a point to bless 

Or help that neighbor in distress! 

On such a soul the Father smiles 

And guards him 'mid temptation's wiles; 
And not a single whispered prayer 

Breathed by a soul in its despair, 
But vibrates in its tenderest tone 

Dp, through God's infinite telephone! 
Then to the ear's expectant drum. 

These added utterances come— 



Cease your despair— dry every tear — 

A loving Father's always near, 
And will your f*^eble steps sustain 

Through every weary path of pain! 
And when the inevitable death. 

Shall — with its soporific breath — 
Your sinking, sensuous nature steep • 

In an everlasting sJeep — 
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Then, shall the soul exultant sing, 
And soar aloft on freedom's wing; 

And — ^basking in the smile of God — 
Forget earth's disciplinary rod! 



JESUS SAYS, 



(See 14th chapter of John's Gospel.) 
o 

Carry no trouble in your heart, 

Have faith in God — 
No matter how keen the smart, 

Accept the rod! 

My Father has in preparation 

For every child, 
Who, through life's bitterest temptation 

Goesundefiled! 

A place adjusted to each need 

And its expansion, 
Giving each soul a title deed 

To its own mansion! 

My earthly life is nearly done. 

And when I go 
111 personally see there's one 

For each of you! 

DISCIPLES. 

But, we are ignorant and do not know. 
With any certainty, the way you go! 
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JESUS. 
I am the way! Who studies Me 

With honest eyes 
Will find the "truth," that sets him free 

From sophistries! 

We watch the river as it flows 

Along its course, 
And tracing backward to the snows, 

We find its source! 

And as rare flowers along its way 

In beauty bloom, 
Breathing their fragrance night and day 

In rich perfume! 

Just so the man who earnest tries 

The truth to find- 
Through Me — can trace it to the skies. 

If so inclined! 

And finding it within his heart 

In full possession — 
He can to all, the gift impart, 

In prompt expression! 

Life's "web" has been prepared by God, 

Its "woof" you 11 weave! 
Then work the figures grand and broad ^ 

That they may live! 
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Through all the years you've been with Me, 

By night and day — 
I've shed the light that makes men free, 

Along my way ! 

If truth, through all the way you go 

Tour heart shall fill — 
What / have done, you all may do, 

If you so will! 

DISCIPLES. 

Master! we take Thee at Thy word, 

And start afresh. 
To crucify with Thee, dear Lord, 

These hearts of flesh! 

In following Thee, should there be pain 

For us to bear — 
So that "Eternal life" we gain. 

We will not care! 



CHRISTMAS EYE.-1889. 

'Tis Christmas Eve, and from my brain 
My thoughts intolerant of repression, 

In unpretentious rhythmic strain 

Are clamorous for a prompt expression! 

Its chimes have set my thoughts to roaming. 
Through the realms of long ago — 

'Til wierdly through the shadow's gloaming 
Loving phantoms come and go! 

In vain I urge them to remain. 

And thus the passing hours beguile — 

They hasten on, but on my brain, 
Is faintly photographed their smile! 

And as love's sensuous fragrance rises 

From the altars of my soul 
In them it promptly centralizes 

As its spiritual goal! 

Cannot you visitors from the skies, 
In answer to our pressing questions 

Sufficiently materialize 
To give us valuable suggestions ? 
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Is there, beyond earth's atmosphere, 

A place where liberated souls 
Can spiritually see and hear 

A prayer, as heavenward it rolls? 

If so, you realize how oft 

We crave God's grace, life's ills to bear— 
How longingly we look aloft. 

With uttered or unuUered prayer! 

Tell us dear ones who've gone from earth 
For grander kinships in the skies. 

Does death — another term for birth — 
Obliterate all earthly ties? 

As here I sit and meditate. 

As to what answer may be given, 

These leaping flames within my grate 
Seem like a prophecy from heaven! 

Life is analagous to this light. 

Which long confined in earthy coals. 

When liberated, takes its flight 

To heaven, then why not so with souls? 

As lives on earth — from birth to death 
With gathering memories are fraught, 

'Twere cruelty if loss of breath 

Should blot out every cherished thought! 

It is a common sense suggestion. 
That what has proved a blessing here, 
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Should, without the slightest question, 
Be perpetuated there! 

And more than this, we recognize 
The fact, that though this sensuous clod 

Curtains our spiritual eyes, 

In ''Nature'' we can look on Ood! 

We know the searcher after gold — 
First seeking it in surface sand — 

Must deeply delve, if h*^ would hold 
The biggest nuggets in his hand! 

And he who would develop flowers. 
In leaf and fragrance to perfection, 

M ast give himself and life's best hours 
To climatey soil and seed selection! 

And after he has done his best 
To plant, and cultivate as well, 

To Nature he must leave the rest 
As blooms and buds to fruitage swell! 

To us then, it is quite apparent. 
That matter is permeate with mind. 

And "Immortality's" inherent 
With the spiritually inclined! 

Then let us, while on earth endeavor — 

Eradicating earthy leaven — 
To catch the fragrance and the flavor 

Of growths indigenous to Heaven ! 
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'Til all with glad exhuberant mirth, 
Shall shout the "Bethlehem" refrain, 

"Good will to men and peace on earth" 
In one prolonged, harmonious strain! 

Hopeful of this, we'll joyous sing 
As down life's Western slopes we plod, 

'Til through death's friendly doors we fling 
Ourselves into the arijas of God! 

Then, with all earthiness exhaled — 

Freed from the sensuous clogs of time — 

The heights that other souls have scaled 
We, in our turn, will gladly climb! 

And when, beyond the planet Mars, 
We've studied "Saturn" and his rings. 

We'll wing our flight beyond the stars 
To find the central source of things! 

Then flying fast and far, I think 

The wonder of it all will be 
That we have scarcely reached the brink 

Of measureless Eternity! 

But traversing those realms of distance 
Where unbroken silence reigns. 

We'll find new proofs of God's existence 
In compensation for our pains! 

And when at last the goal is won 

And we have reached the central sun. 

Around which Universes roll 
Obedient to OuQ Ceniral Soul^ 
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Before whose grand behests they nod 
In recognition of their God! 

Upon His universal breast 

We'll somewhere find a p]ace to rest^ 



From Shadow 



TO Sunshine. 



SAVED BY FAITH. 



Wearied and worn, the soul at last steps out 

From underneath the overhanging cloud 
Of peace-destroying, atheistic doubt, 

Which, gathering round it, as a fearful shroud. 
Suggested it would nevermore be day — 

That agonizing prayer was wasted breath, 
Belief could come to it but in one way — 

And that way was — a suicidal death! 

That death alone would bring forgetfulness 

Of all the past of bitterness and woe! 
That robbed its life of peace and r<istfulness 

In all its varied pilgrimage below! 
That death alone could still the throbbing brain. 

Through which wild fancies drifted at their will. 
That it alone could ease the stinging pain. 

By making all life's complex wheels stand still! 

In vain were all his efforts of despcdr, 
To find some rift through which a ray of light. 

In its swift passage from God's upper air, 
Should dawn in beauty on his aching sight! 

At last there came to him this simple thought. 
At which his sinking soul instinctive caught! 
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Were there no night, there'd be no dawning ray! 
Lifers darkest hour precedes life's brightest day! 

It knock'd his foolish doubts upon the head, 
And with faith's key unlocked his dungeon door, 

And with a heartfelt trustfulness — he said — 
ril lean on Thee, my "Father," evermore! 

Nowy not a daisy blooms along his path. 
But what its lesson of sweet duty hath. 

In all life's tossing sea, no refluent wave 

Sweeps him beyond the Father's power to save; 

There is no touch of disciplinary rod. 

In which he does not recognize his God! 
Who breathes through natural law, on every hand 

His inspirations — pure — and sweet— and grand! 
Which, drinking in, through ear and sense of sight. 

The joyous spirit quivers with delight! 
And as His utterances around it gather. 

Looks up in trusting faith, and says — My Father! 

A faith like this the longing spirit craves, 
And it is only such cl faith that saves! 



GOD'S VOICES I 



God speaks to me in masic, and his words 

Upon the early zephyrs drift along 
In mellow cadences, as myriad birds 

Unconsciously embody him in song! 

He nestles in the vox humani notes 

Which weirdly wail, through aisles and architraves, 
Entrancing ears against whose drums they float 

In unexplainable accoustic waves! 

God comes to me upon night's sable wing, 
When only stars survive the wreck of day 

And everlastingly their radiance fling 
Along the vast encircling milky way! 

He smiles upon me in the breaking dawn 
When rainbow tints illumine sea and sky. 

And waking life, from hamlet, hill and lawn. 
Proclaim His presence, who is always nigh ! 

I feel His presence in the hush of noon. 
When weary life reclines in leafy glades. 

And deems it an unutterable boon 
When night approaches with its soothing shades! 
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There's not an hour in all the twenty-four, 
In which my joyous spirit cannot find 

An ever present God of love and power 
To meet the needs of body, soul and mind! 

In short, there is no possible condition 
Of undermining sorrow, fear or pain, 

But shall, by the determinate volition 
Of a brave soul, contribute to its gain! 

Thus, though disaster darkens many a day. 
And shadows fall where I most looked for light, 

I know "where there's a will, there is a way," 
And rosy dawn supplants the darkest night! 



A JUST REBUKE. 



I asked the Lord to grant me "second sight," 
That I might judge my neighbor's motives right, 

He answered, "I will grant this wish to thee 
That thou may'st see thyself as well bb he." 

And when this power I consciously possessed, 

I started out its potency to test! 
The first I met — a stranger, seemed to me — 

And not the man I wanted most to see; 
Still, I was much delighted then to find 

That I could clearly see and read his mind! 
And as I stood and read him through and through, 

I clearly saw that he was pure and true! 

His aims were right, his methods clear and straight; 

So much so, that I hardly knew his mate — 
Except, perhaps, he might resemble me; 

A thing, I thought, quite possible to be. 
Then, turning round, a dark repulsiye sight 

Filled all my vision and shut off the light! 
'Til, gazing on the ugly shape, I thought, 

"Here then, I've found the very man I sought." 

And then I strained my microscopic eyes 
To see my neighbor, in this dark disguise. 
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Quite satisfied indeed, that it was he — 

Oonvinced as well, the other one was me — 
'Til all at once the Lord stood by my side, 

And asked if "I was fully satisfied — 
If while I'd been beneath the wondrous spell, 

I'd scrutinized the passing persons well. 
And who I thought the lustrous one might be. 

And who the one that seemed a fright to me?" 

I answered in a confidential tone, 
"I see myself in the transparent one! — 

At least he yery much resembles me; 
My neighbor in the *ugly shape' I see!" 

'Twas then the Lord indignantly declared 
In my conceit I had myself ensnared; 

It was my neighbor that passed by in white! 
It was myself, I gazed on with affright! 

I learned the lesson, and on bended knee 
I prayed the Lord I might henceforth be free 

From all censoriousness and bigotry. 
And that myself 1 might more clearly see! 



LIFE'S BATTLE CRY. 

O 

(BeyelatioDB, Chapter xziii.) 
o 

To "oTercome! " Oh, blessed word — 
The grandest utterance of earth — 

Having, as uttered by our Lord, 
Significance of wondrous worth! 

Words so significant of power. 

Of moTements grand, of onward march, 
Of marble shafts that skyward tower. 

Of victory's triumphal arch! 

To sowers of seed, who overcome 
Sin's vicious growths, it shall be given 

To sing the song of "Harvest Home" — 
The harvest home of earth and heaven! 

Oh, overcoming power of "will," 
That, with a marvelous sweep of girth, 

Can'st permeate all human ill 
With labyrinthian lines of mirth! 

To "overcome!" — the watchword's mine — 
Thus panoplied I'm bound to try. 

Fired with a confidence divine. 
To scale the walls of heaven, or die! 



169 

To all who thus shall "overcome," 
The Lord himself "a stone" has given 

To cap life's superincumbent dome, 
The keystone in its arch of heaven! 

These words shall sweep from hill to hill. 
Through centuries of coming time, 

And with their grand electric thrill 
Inspire the race to deeds sublime! 

These are the words that "Peter" spelt 
When Christ's rebuking gaze he felt — 

Words which unlock with perfect ease 
The great conundrum of the keys! 

With them I meet temptation's shock. 
Which finds me planted on the rock. 

From which no power on earth can beat 
My faith-adjusted, clinging feet! 



EDISON'S PHONOGRAPH. 



How I would value it — could I to-day 

Listen to words from friends long passed away, 
In which the accent — intonation — breaks — 

Were such, I'd recognize the.one who speaks, 
As "Father" possibly, or one more dear, 

Whose words of love once charmed my willing ear, 
Words of instruction, and encouragement. 

Which filled my youthful soul with sweet content! 

With lapse of years, through scenes so tempest tossed. 
The memory of those tones is almost lost. 

Voices which once I heard in daily use. 
And often vainly strive to reproduce. 

Voices— which, could I hear them once again 
Would offset years of heartaches and of pain! 

Ha! — what is that you say? — it can't be true! — 
I would adhere to truth if I were you! — 

Can it be possible that I, to-day, 

Can talk into a cylinder of wax. 
So that my children, fifty years away. 

Can hear them? — It can't be you're stating facts? 
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Yes, it is true, strange though the statement seems, 
And "Edison's"' the name of the magician 

Who makes the subtle current swiftly stream 
Along the wires with irridescent gleam 
In answer to his lordly requisition! 

This having done — he waves his magic wand, 
Through other realms where mysteries abound, 

Until subservient to his command 

He holds in leash the quivering waves of sound! 

While seers prophetic, dance in weird gyration 
Along the ]ines of sanguine expectation — 

"Tom Edison's" genius — always soaring high — 
Now spurns the earth, and leaps along the sky! 

Then — presto change! — the scene begins to shift, 
And possibilities new, begin to drift 

Across the disc of Edison's fertile brain. 
Who tries experiments— fails — and tries again. 

Until at last his wondrous Phonograph, 

Makes Optimists, and even Pessimists laugh! 

A "waxen cylinder" the means affords 
For permanently storing up one's words. 

So that the tones in all their modulations 
Can be sent down to future generations! 

We, of this generation can reherse 

To our posterity in prose or verse 
The incidents of any current day, 

To be recited when we've passed away! 
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How pleasant it must be for children, when 
They've grown to be old women and old men, 

To hear once more the well remembered voice 

Which charmed their ears when they were girls and 
boys! 

Through it, those parents who are quite precise, 
Can give their children posthumous advice 

In sharp incisions that will ne'er relax, 
Their grip upon these cylinders of wax! 

Then, days of death, as well as days of birth. 

Will be remembered round the family hearth. 
Days, on which, gathering tears in loving eyes 

Will glisten with the memories that rise 
And all unbidden find their prompt expression 

In utterances that will not brook repression! 
While children's children will, with bated breath 

Listen to voices long since hushed in death ! 

I think I know a few who would rejoice 
In catching thus the accents of a voice 

So dear to them in every vibrant tone, 
Remembered possibly by them alope! 

No one— it seems to me — should be content 
Until possessed of this weird instrument, 

Which gives the human voice in every quality, 
Such perpetuity, and immortality! 

"Tom Edison!" — accept the proflFered hand 
Of your admirers, who uncovered, «fcand 
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Before the leading genius of to-day, 

Around whom nature's subtlest forces play — 

At whose behests they promptly go and come — 
Amid whose mysteries you're so at home, 

That fearless of any possible disaster. 

You move among them, their acknowledged master! 



THE DANGER SIGNAL. 



When will grand men, with pure unselfish aims, 
Step to the front and lithograph their names 

On those self-luminant, immortal scrolls, 
Which blazon forth the deeds of noble souls? 

The masses rarely think, but lazily dream, 
Drifting with aimless purpose on life's stream, 

Their principal thought apparently, to shirk 
Responsibility and serious work! 

The few who wish to utilize their time 

In efforts to make their transient lives sublime, 

Cannot do better than from current date, 
A sharp, relentless war to inaugurate 

Against the devilish literary stuff 
Of which the country's surely had enough! 

As every person knows, the stream runs dry 
When nature stops its sources of supply, 

'Tis better to sweeten the fountain at its source 
Than stem sin's turbid torrent in its course! 

'Tis such performances as "Buffalo Bill's," 
From which the false, heroic glamor gleams! 

That poisons boyhood's thought, 'til innocent rills 
Enlarge to passionate, soul-destructive streams! 
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And then — too late — fond parents stand aghast 
To find the child's redemption day has passed! 

The tinder, with which vice lights her altar tapers 
To illume the paths her votaries love so well, 

Is made from trashy New York weekly papers. 
Lurid with sulphurous utterances from hell! 

Why cannot parents see their children's danger? 
Why wait these protestations from a stranger? 

Run up the "danger signal!" — make it warm 

For all who are disposed to face the storm 
Of wrathful indignation which is raised 

By broken-hearted parents who are crazed 
In the discovery of some hidden shame, 

For which this trashy literature's to blame! 
And which is daily sowing seeds of evil. 

Which germinate and ripen for the devil! 

We hang the man who takes a physical life, 
Whether by poison, pistol-shot or knife; 

Why overlook these murderers of the soal 
Whose underhanded methods are so foul? 

I see no way of safety, but to inspire 
The laggard moral sense with a desire 

For reading matter of a higher grade 
Than that of which the average novel's made! 

Close observation shows this vicious reading 
A virulent moral pestilence is breeding. 

Which is, in its approaches, so insidious. 
That e'er we know it, its effects are hideous! 
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If physical malformation is a curse, 
"Moral obliquity" is ten times worse! 

Humanitarians! will you help this cause 
By passing stringent publication laws? 

'Til nothing published shall escape the grip 
Of moral and intellectual censorship! 

How many mothers' saddened hearts are bleeding, 
The known result of this pernicious reading! 

Then let ten thousand utterances be given 

To help this cause, for which the few have striven. 

Don't say "I can do nothing," you count one; 
Nine hundred and ninety more — the work is done! 

Parents should give, with calmness and decision, 

The family reading, careful supervision, 
To see there's in it nothing gross nor vicious; 

Eliminating all that's meritricious! 
And soon — more vigorous muscle, brain and nerve, 

Will life's sublimest purposes subserve! 
Until, in place of obloquy and shame, 

A wholesome halo gilds the family name! 

Proclaim your personal interest in this strife 
To which each parent should devote his life, 

'Tis oft repeated — stinging blows, that tell 
In virtue's warfare with these imps of hell! 

Guard the young branches on the family tree 
And the saved child shall bless his pedigree! 

What matters when or where the battle's won? 
The victor is entitled to the crown! 



"KNOWLEDGE IS POWER." 

O 

As Illustrated at the "Montioello" Female Seminary. 
Godfrey, lUinois. 

Hail "Monticello," 'mid whose classic shades 
"Minerva" leads her train of studious maids — 
Where Wisdom stands — a smiling Benediction, 
Winnowing Truth from superincumbent fiction; 
And where, with ever increasing zest she flings 
Light, on the occult mystery of things! 

No time is lost within thy sylvan bowers 

In dalliance with the rosy footed hours. 

But persevering, deep and earnest thought 

To the digestion of such truth is brought, 

As in the swiftly flying months and years. 

Dawns on the consciousness through eyes and ears! 

Here, 'neath the training of a cultured band, 
Tour annual graduating classes stand 
With lovely, joyous, hope illumined faces — 
A modern portraiture of old time graces — 
A glowing tribute to the deep, far-reaching, 
Sound common sense which permeates the teaching 
Of those who consecrate both heart and brain. 
This noble institution to sustain ! 



178 

Were I but gifted with the eloquence 
Possessed by some, I would with pen and lip 
Make such appeal, to men of opulence 
For the endowment of a scholarship 
At "Monticello," that they'd not refuse 
To act on the suggestion of my Muse; 
But promptly going there by boat or rail, 
Would give in person — or remit by mail! 

Thus doing — in after years, without a question, 
They'll thank my Muse for making the suggestion; 
There is no brighter path to permanent good 
Than thus to bless Young Western Womanhood! 

"Knowledge is Power!" "Lord Bacon" says — 
And what he says is right — 
The "Axiom" itself 's ablaze 
With self -emitted light! 



A SNOW STORM 
AT LOUISVILLE. KY.. ON THE SEVENTH OF MARCH. 

o 

I interviewed old Winter, 

And the hoary-headed chap 

Acknowledged with a knowing wink, 

He rather liked Spring's lap; 

And meant to sit upon her knees 

'Til he should melt or she should freeze! 

To my expostulation 

He replied with horrid leer, 

He would hold the situation 

For the balance of the year; 

And emphasized his words with blows 

That wildly piled the drifting snows! 

Thus foiled in my intention 
To expedite the Spring, 
I called the Sun's attention 
To the strange, abaormal thing; 
In warm response the Sun replied, 
"Winter," I never could abide! 

I've always thought the chap a bore 
With his confounded blustering roar, 
In which he always is revealing 
An utter lack of kindly feeling! 



^ fc^ 
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But this last outrage — "seventh of March" — 
Removes the capstone from the arch 
Of my forbearance — now we'll see 
Who is the Master — He or Me! 

Surely his insolent assurance 
Is getting quite beyond endurance, 
And I'll soon teach the rough old tough 
I've put up with it long enough! 

At once I'll gather up my rays 

And focus on him such a blaze 

That it will be right jolly fun 

To see the fellow melt and run 

Beneath the heated blows I deal, 

From which he knows there's no appeal! 

And Spring shall laugh and sing and dance, 

In view of her deliverance! 

"And crocuses, with warm, sweet breath, 
Shall tell the story of his death; 
And bobolinks with brilliant breasts 
Shall warble in their last year's nests, 
And golden robins chirp and sing 
Their joyous welcome to th§ spring!" 

The interview, though very brief. 
Afforded me so much relief 
That I forgot it still was snowing. 
Nor realized how hard 'twas blowing, 
But in my wild, exuberant fun 
Doffed my "best beaver" to the Sun! 



WHICH IS IT? 

The city boasts of one right excellent paper, 
To which no other one can hold a taper — 
The editor of which, I'll tell you what, 
Carries inside his editorial hat 
A very spacious cranium, which contains 
A first class set of "Daniel Webster" brains! 

His glorious mission 'tis to sit and think. 

And give the world his thoughts in "Printers' Ink;" 

He is persistent in opposing evil! 

Whether in human or supernal devil! 

Though some newspaper men are bought and sold. 
His priceless virtue can't be bought with gold — 
Some evil minded Imp suggests "What — never?" 
And echo faintly whispers — "Hardly everT 

Go on, and with thy daily lucubrations 
Enlighten States, and educate the nations, 
'Til thou hast with thine editorial probe 
Pricked every foolish bubble on the globe! 
Thy steam once up, thy banner once unfurled. 
With thy grand influence thou canst move the world! 
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In Joomalizing thou hast uot thy mate, 

Thou leading writer of this leading State! 

We trust your jonmal for a thousand years 

May shed its wisdom on both hemispheres, 

And prove to all, in every age and clime, 

In following you they'll make their lives sublime! 

Perhaps, you think 'twould be the proper "caper" 
For me to name this super-excellent paper, 
So, if you'll carefully read the verse or two 
Which follow this— undoubtedly you'll know! 

When through the Tribune, Wisdom rings her chimes 
In golden numbers on Truths silver bells. 
She often in concurrence with the Times, 
Heralds the News which intermingling swells 
In Inter Ocean currents, and would most 
Likely be lost to Journal — istic fame 
If it were not that our intelligent Post 
So widely circulates her modest name! 

I've told the Paper's name, yet must confess it 
Much more than likely you will never guess it; 
Because while all are edited with sense 
'Tis hard to say which has the precedence! 



STORM ON THE LAKE. 



Oh say, have you stood on Lake Michigan's shore, 
Within sound of the tempest's tumultuous roar, 
Where the foam-crested waves, ere they break into 

mist. 
Strike the pier with the force of a Titanic iBst? 
And the refluent billows dash fifty feet high. 
In a seeming endeavor to climb to the sky; 
And then, with such shrieks as one hears in a dream. 
They topple and tumble and churn into cream! 
Then each cha&ing each, in bewildering glee. 
Sweep away in wild deviltry over the sea^ 

A three-masted schooner, with crew, half a score. 
Is dragging her anchors and drifting ashore. 
Until now, with a thump and a fearful rebound. 
And one struggle for freedom— the vessel's aground! 
Then the billowy seas, crashing over her deck. 
Snap her masts oflf like pipestems, and leave her a 

wreck. 
And the captain, despairing, can nothing suggest. 
But to cling to the rigging and hope for the best; 
And thus, with foreboding, they tremblingly wait 
For the unmuffled footsteps of swift-coming fate! 
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Then the life-boat is launched, and brave men, with 

a cheer. 
By humanity prompted, pull oflf from the pier. 
With strong, sinewy arms and determinate will, 
And a seamanlike ardor that nothing can chill, 
And as the fine fellows pull oflf from the shore 
Each looks to his rowlock and bends to his oar! 

Pull! pull! you brave fellows, there's no time to spare. 
While men's hearts are waiting 'twixt hope and des- 
pair; 
Put forth your best efforts and strain every nerve. 
And humanity's highest behests thus subserve! 

But useless are all their endeavors to save 
The crew thus foredoomed to a watery grave. 
For in spite of their sturdiest efforts to gain 
The ill-fated vessel, their efforts are vain, 
As their half-frozen forms are encased by the sleet. 
While the fierce winds around them remorselessly 
beat! 

Then the life-boatmen listen, with tear-bedimmed 

eyes, 
To those doomed men's despairing and heart-rending 

cries, 
As one and another, slipping down to his knees. 
Is swept to his death by those pitiless seas! 

Ah, had you thus witnessed the hurricane's power. 
As it strewed with sad wreckage Lake Michigan's 
shore. 
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You'd have gazed with deep sadness and uncovered 

head 
On the mangled remains of those storm-beaten dead, 
And your heart would have throbbed with an unut- 

tered prayer, 
That God, in his infinite pity, would care 
For the fatherless child and the husbandless wife 
In their, thenceforward, terrible struggle for life! 



"SHAKESPEARE" VERSUS "DONNELLY." 

O 

Disinterested people think Ignatius 

Donnelly decidedly ungracious 

In that he seeks to tear from Shakespeare's brow, 

The laurels placed there centuries ago, 

By those who in his lifetime bowed before him. 

And who, if living now, would still adore him! 

Ignatius D., has certainly undertaken 

An uphill work, in giving to "Francis Bacon," 

The glory which belongs to "Shakespeare's" name; 

Itself a world-wide synonym for fame! 

And "Shakespeare's" friends won't willingly condone 

The sin that tears their idol from his throne! 

Enraptured souls, who have for centuries hung 
On Shakespeare's utterances of pen and tongue. 
Find sympathizers in these passing days. 
Who yield him censers of unstinted praise. 
And would — if they could do so — even now 
Crown with fresh laurels his immortal brow! 

Ignatius! — you undoubtedly are smart. 
Your clever cipher is a work of art. 
But you must make the ciphering more clear 
To captivate the interested ear 
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Of those who dwell on Shakespeare's wondrous words 
As second only to the songs of birds! 

Take oar advice Ignatius, and withdraw 

From Shakespeare's fame your sacriligious jaw, 

And henceforth consecrate your wit and pen 

To criticise contemporaneous men ! 

Sigh for your folly— Say you are mistaken, 

And save your credit, though you lose your Bacon! 



THE GRAND PASSION. 



I have a dear friend whose expressive eyes 
Flash with the brilliancy of sunset skies! 
While in their lucid depths there oft appears 
Love's passionate glance, whose memory haunts the 
years! 

Oh, beauteous law of sweet affinities. 

Ruling alike the foolish and the wise. 

To whose sweet sway, "imperious wills" succumb, 

To every minor influence deaf and dumb! 

Thou art the law that bringest hearts together 
Like brilliant birds of corresponding feather. 
The law of love, beneath whose wondrous charm 
The coldest natures into beauty warm ! 

Language is powerless to apostrophise 

The heaven of bliss that dwells in lovelit eyes; 

There always was, and will be, close affinity 

'Twixt masculine souls and loving femininity! 

• 

As years unroll, and hour succeeds to hour, 
I feel the sway of its resistless power. 
Which from its center to circumference. 
Displays the wisdom of omnipotence! 



DEAREST. 



Ere following me to my last resting place, 
When taking a last fond look at my dead face, 
Though 'neath their lids you fail to recognize 
The wealth of love once flashing from those eyes, 
And bending o'er the form upon the bier 
You dash away th' involuntary tear, 
I know you'll say in tones supremely sad. 
Here lies the dearest friend I ever had! 

Such words of tenderness from lips so dear. 

Thrilling upon my semi-conscious ear. 

If accented by loving osculation. 

May find its outcome in resuscitation! 

But should my still, cold features fail to show it, 

My disembodied consciousness will know it. 

And will, if possible, with loving care. 

Still lift your burdens and your trials share! 

And when long residence to me has given 
An insight to the mysteries of heaven, 
I'll watch your advent to its shining shore, 
And open out to you its wondrous lore; 
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And when upon its truths, like daily bread, 
Our spiritual natures Ijave been fed, 
Like joyous birds of corresponding feather 
Our souls shall wing the eternal years together! 



FATHER TO DAUGHTER. 

On her Wedding Day. 
o 

As drops of water, glistening in the sun, 
In close proximity, together run! 
As the charged magnet and the polished steel, 
Approaching, each the mutual influence feel ! 

As diverse harpstrings vibrate in accord, 
And most delightful harmony aflFord, 
As fleecy clouds go sailing on the blue. 
And meeting — mingle — making one of two! 

As in eclipses, planets slowly glide 
Into the sun's great glowing disc and hide, 
'Til we would cease to think of them as twain. 
Did they not — passing — slow, emerge again. 

As birds of corresponding song and feather, 
In recognition, swiftly fly together; 
As mountain streams, converging till they meet. 
Mingle their waters, pure, and cool and sweet! 

So, when your souls, instinctive, draw together. 
And in sweet trustfulness, lean on each other. 
Each to the other what the other needs — 
Each granting all for which the other pleads ! 
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We deeply sympathize, and join your hands, 
In what we trust will prove love's silken bands; 
And while we wish for you life's very best, 
Our works shall our sincerity attest' 

And now, dear daughter, in your larger gain. 
We gladly sink the temporary pain 
This parting gives us, for full well we know, 
In losing one, we gather in the two! 

Now fairly launched upon life's surging sea. 
May Love and Truth your constant mentors be; 
And should you, 'mid life's turmoU and alarms. 
E'er need a refuge, find it in these arms! 



•TO MY FRIEND AT PARTING. 



When the early morn is pjlowing 

With the crimson flush of dawn, 
When the early breezes blowing, 

Kiss the dew drops from the lawn, 
Think of me. 

When the sunlight on the meadows 

Waves in undulations green, 
Alternating lights and shadows 

On the ever-shifting scene. 

Think of me. 

And when the sun, with ever-hurrying feet, 
Gains the blue zenith, at the still noontide. 

And, crowning earth with bounteous light and heat. 
Makes her laugh joyously on every side, 
Then think of me. 

And when, in reckless haste, the drooping sun 
Courses persistent on his downward way, 

'Til, slowly closing on him, one by one. 

Night's shadows mingle with the light of day, 
Then think of me. 
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And when tlie day has faded from on high, 
And beauteous stars are gleaming in the sky, 
And wondrous constellations, glowing bright. 
Are jewels in the coronet of night, 

Still think of me! 

So much for you, and as for me. 
By day and night I'll think of thee; 
At early dawn, in noontide heat, 
When night and day in twilight meet, 
When sweeping stars on listening ears 
Breathe out the music of the spheres. 
Ever and always, my best joy shall be 
To entertain sweet memories of thee! 



THE TYPE WRITER. 



Ah! — Who is this, comes tripping up the street, 
With well turned ankles and such dainty feet- 

With such a lady -like and well-bred air? — 
Surely her father is a millionaire! 

Whose hair is that of glossy brown, 
Among whose ringlets sunbeams play, 

Adorned with switches, known down town 
By names I dare not give away? 

And whose, that intellectual brow. 

That interesting, piquant nose. 
Through which eruptive sneezes blow 

When not in dignified repose^ 

Those delicately penciled ears 

That ornament the level head 
Which holds the brain that will for years 

Put creamery butter on her bread? 

Whose are those soulful, earnest eyes 
In whose warm depths there often wells 

A glance suggesting " Paradise" — 
And "Honeymoons" and "We^lding Bells?" 
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We— on enquiry — learn this sylph-like elf 

Has quite decided to support herself — 

Determining, with fearless independence, 

She won't, on circumstances, "dance attendance!" 

But in the exercise of feminine will, 

She means her womanly duties to fullBll, 

And in the face of "Carping Cynicism" 

Rise quite superior to criticism! 

Thus proving that the woman of to-day — 
Convinced — "Where there's a will, there is a way"- 
Simply requires a modest self-assertion — 
Coupled, of course, with vigorous exertion — 
To show conclusively that "woman's brain" 
Can stand the wear and t^ar of "Loss and Gain '" 
And in life's turmoil, side by side with man, 
Work out her destiny as best she can! 



A DREAM. 

At eventide, I listless dream 
That on a pearly-tinted shell 

I'm floating on an amber stream 
To meet the one I love so well; 

And as the clouds go floating by 
I trace her image on the sky! 

And there, imagination paints 
Her lovely, soul-enchanting charms, 

Until my ardent spirit faints 

To clasp the semblance in my arms— 

So thirsty am I, for a sip 

Of nectar from her loving lip! 

But with the effort I awaken. 

And with a sigh I recognize 
That I've been wretchedly mistaken. 

As the sweet vision from me flies; 
And with my feet upon my grate 

I rub my eyes and moan my fate! 



AFFINITY. 

The air is vibrant with the subtle essence 
Of some etherial, permeating presence — 
'Til though beyond my visual beholding, 
I'm fully conscious of its sweet enfolding! 

My willing spirit yields to the enthralment, 

Unconscious wholly whence the influence streams, 

And prays kind heaven may send a second instalment, 
Though fleeting as the gossamer of dreams! 

Exuberant nature's generously exhaling 

Her inner life in aromatic gales, 
'Til in the ecstasy of its inhaling, 

The sweetest antecedent memory pales! 

With receptivity my spirit lingers 

'Mid the enchantments of these glad aboundiugs 
And with its covetous, outstretched, grasping fingers 

Seeks perpetuity for it surroundings! 

But, as the rosiest dawn must fade away 
Before the prosy brilliancy of day. 
So all these hazy, idealistic dreams. 
Give place to life's more realistic schemes. 



199 

And logically searching I soon find 
What caused my sweet deliriousness of mind— 
'Twas Cupid — who in concert with his mother 
Is always cutting up some prank or other, 
Which pranks, are really, to tell the truth. 
Rarely objected to by age or youth ! 



THE LETTER WRITER. 

Explanatory of the beautiful picture called the "Letter Writer" 
in the Paris lllustre. 



There's a far-away look in those large dreamy eyes. 
As if searching some thought that elusively flies 
From her grasp — like a face in a London fog, 
Or a "Will-o'the-Wisp" in an Irish bog! 

So lovely a vision we've rarely seen 
As the "tout ensemble" and maidenly mein 
Of this beautiful girl, who, with head so erect, 
Commands our ungrudgingly given respect! 

Imagination delightedly lingers, 
To see signs of life in those tapering fingers 
That hold in their grasp the imperial pen. 
Which Cupid so slyly inspires now and then! 

How I envy the man who's so soon to recieve 
The missive whose statements he'll gladly believe, 
Which tells him his time of probation is passed — 
That the heart of the writer surrenders at last! 

That henceforth, like two streams commingling in one, 
Which from mountain to ocean exultingly run. 
Their "life-love," which nothing can possibly sever. 
Like Tennyson's "Brooklet," shall flow on forever! 



1 



"BEN HAD 'EM." 

O 

OB, MODERN MYTHOLOGY! 
o 

I interviewed his Excellecce, 
And thereby hangs a tale 
Before whose wondrous incidents 
Munchausen's efforts pale! 

A quaint old genius, getting high, 
Went on a rampage through the sky, 
And with a sort of devil-may-cnre, 
Wild, half-inebriated air, 
Took his seat on the planet Mars, 
And, bracing his feet among the starp, 
With eyes bloodshot and flashing fire, 
He undertook to form a choir. 

He first seized Vulcan by the ears. 
Who yelled the " music of the spheres." 
The next he called upon to sing 
Was Mercury, ever on the wing; 
But he, the brilliant, artful dodger, 
Didn't fancy the old codger, 
But went cavoorting round the sky 
With a defiant lip and eye, 
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And, going through a Highland fling, 
Protested that he could not sing. 

And spied, while on his rampnnt run, 
Poor Vulcan hid behind the Bun, 
To whom he found juet time to say: 
** *Ti8 said each dog must have his day, 
Such sentiments my feelings shock. 
In novelties I take no stock. 
He is a fraud, a vile pretence, 
Witliout one grain of common sense. 
His stupid claims we must resent 
And in some manner circumvent; 
Can't you suggest some way to clieat 
The miserable old dead-beat? 
Can't we play off the little Venus 
As a kind of go-between-us, 
And through her, somehow, get the joke 
On the blamed old clonkey bloke?" 

And Vulcan said he didn't mind, 
As he'd an ancient axe to grind 
With Venus, who in days of yore 
His heart-strings into flinders tore, 
And thought the gay, coquettish thing 
Would only be too glad to sing! 

So, as they jogged along together 
Wholly regardless of the weather, 
They called in play their subtlest art 
To get "the drop" on Venus' heart, 
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Who soon saw through their little game, 
And with her eye and cheek aflame, 
Sub rosa said, "You're badly sold; 
M. is too young, and V.'s too old'" 

They soon discovered, though so choice 
In her physique, she had no voice, 
And both confessed before they parted, 
Tliough brilliant, Venus was hard-hearted. 
And quite crest-fallen cut and run 
'Til out of sight behind the sun! 

Then rolling in their orbits wide. 

The quaint old fellow they defied, 

Who got at once upon his ear, 

And with a most outlandish leer, 

Thrust both his boots through Saturn's rings, 

And tore old Jupiter into strings. 

And following up his boisterous fun. 

Bowled a big comet at the sun, 

Which on its fearful mission went 

Like lightning through the firmament, 

'Til, circling on its aimless race, 

'Twas lost in endless depths of space! 

Then, seeing Neptune swinging round 
On his stupendous stamping ground. 
He almost split his sides asunder. 
By shouting in a voice of thunder, 
"Neptune, don't mind young Mercury's jeers, 
Giv« us the *music of the spheres!' " 
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But Neptune stdod on dignity. 

And, blinkiug with contemptuouB eye, 

Whispered to hie friend Uranus, 

'''Precedent' must now sustain us; 

'Tis best for us to move right on 

The path we have for ages gone. 

But, by the way, is it not wean 

For scienfists to say I'm green f" 

Then, parting, each one swept around 

His silent path through depths profound. 

Just then a rampant asteroid 
Game tearing through the ether void, 
And, grazing our hero in the side. 
Gave the last toucli to wounded pride; 
And then it came to pass that Mars, 
By sundry oscillating jars. 
Tumbled the fellow from his seat, 
Who vainly strove to gain his feet. 
But, failing, falling, lower, lower, 
Soon found himself upon the floor. 
And learned that he, at last night's lunch, 
Had guzzled too much brandy punch! 



SOCIETY FOLLY. 



So called society seems fond 
Of an Opera "Demi-monde;" 
Who's said to have a flirting flame 
Who bears an upper-tendom name, 
With whom she travels as a ^tar 
In Pall man's gorgeous palace car; 
Which fact affords a generous handle 
For a big sensational scandal! 

While many think such conduct naughty, 
In a woman "fat and forty;" 
Society Bachelors will smile 
Unblushingly on all her guile, 
And with admiring eyes caress 
The charms wKich they would fain possess; 
On which they fondly gaze and say, 
"Isn't she charmingly 'Deodlette?' " 

Night after night, society Bloods — 
Another name for Idiot Dudes — 
(Both being synonyms for asses) 
Quiz madam through their opera glasses; 
And gloat in detail on her charms — 
Ankles and neck, and bust, and arms! 
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Tell rae ye Fathers and ye Mothers, 
Ye Sisters and ye elder Brothers, 
Ye who should be so worldly wise 
Through constant use of ears and eyes, 
Where is your boasted common sense! 
Thus to expose youth's innocence 
To one who, naked to the waist — 
Covers defects with paint and paste; 
Whose dress — so " decolleUe " and Ihhi, 
Familiarizes /Aot/^ A/ with siw? 

Parents must be consummate fools, . 
Whose children go to Sunday Schools, 
Where they are taught to shun all evil 
And have no dealings with the devil; 
But who on Monday morti awaken 
Of all their common sense forsaken, 
And give their time and thought to dress, 
And keep their household in a mess. 
Until the hours of two or three. 
Then take them to some matinee; 
Or where some satan in disguise, 
Displays before admiring eyes. 
Such sights as cannot but disperse 
All memory of the Sunday verse! 

Planting in many a youthful breast 
The seeds of passionate unrest. 
Which must eventually swell 
To the dimensions of a hell! 
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It makes a thoughtful parent groan 
To see a mother chaperone 
A young and innocent son or daughter 
Into this house of moral slaughter! 

Parents— such inconsistencies 
Tend only to demoralize 
The youing, ^nd neutralize the teaching 
Of Sunday School, and pulpit preaching, 
And bye and bye, when 'tis too late. 
Your present course you'll execrate; 
Remembering that this paste and paint 
Oovered a sinner, not a saint! 

We don't see how "society" can smile 
On such a bundle of consummate guile. 
And nightly give her dollar jafter dollar. 
When none would recognize her as a caller. 
Should she upon their household privacies. 
Attempt to palm her idiosyncracies. 
But would contemptuously reject the hand 
She offered them, with smile serene and bland! 

The "Upper Tendom's" inconsistencies 
Backed up by mrrbid eccentricities. 
Are probably as hard to understand 
As any other problem in the land; 
While every one of ordinary gumption 
Laughs at the silliness of their assumption 
That they possess suflBcient cultivation 
To take in hand the national education; 
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And common sense looks on with melancholy 

Appreciation of such arrant folly, 

And most unmercifully lays the lash-on 

The shoulders of these self-styled qveetfs of fashion! 

I wish Society Women would amuse 
Themselves, wlit^n sitting in their Sunday pews 
Between the sermonizing and the prayer, 
If they can possibly a moment spare 
From their accustomed dress and hat inspection, 
By giving to Ihis subject de^p reflection; 
Until tliey see that (jooil, sound moral health 
Is better for their children than great wealth; 
So training them, that when the time arrives, 
They'll make the best of husbands, and of wives 
And when experience has made them wise. 
Both will appreciate their sacrifice! 



MY MOTHER-IN-LAW. 



It is of the "mother-in-law" I sing 

As she dwells in the home of the peasant and king 

So wise and clever; 
If treated well for her own dear sake 
In every home she will sunshine make 

That will last forever. 

A mother-in-law should be a delight 
In every household from morn 'til night, 

Day after day ; 
Like a soothing balm or a fairy wand, 
She will, with the touch of her velvet hand. 

Drive care away. 

The mother-in-law and the maiden aunt 
So thoroughly meet a constant want 

Of home exaction, 
That they give those wives who with them share 
The drudgery of household care 

Great satisfaction. 

Some one, I fear, may say, "O, pshaw, 
I've had enough of *mother-in-law,' 
And want no more; 
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We've had experieDce, wife and I, 
Its repetition would make us fly 

Bight through the door." 

The low, coarse sentiment, I abhor, 
That "mother-in-law" means constant war 

Wherever living; 
That to such homes no Christmas day 
Can ever bring with its cheering ray 

Hearty thanksgiving! 

But, on the contrary, I find 

My mother-in-law just to my mind, 

And no mistake; 
In all my wife attempts to do, 
'Tis mother-in-law that pulls her through 

And takes the cake. 

Then bless the sweet relationship, 
And in her praise let tongue and lip 

Proclaim afar, 
That henceforth "mother-in-law" shall shine 
In every home by right divine, 

A radiant star! 



DAM THE TRIBUTARIES. 



Were I a congressman I should ignore 
All narrow views unfitting my high station, 

As a constituency from shore to shore 
Demands a broad and liberal legislation! 

I'd cull important facts from every State 
And so arrange them on ray mental shelf 

That to all questions as to place and date 
I'd have the ready answer in myself. 

The eastern men should be far better posted 

As to the wondrous West's material growth, 
Which is not satisfied, though often toasted 

As far superior to the Sunny South, 
But wants to have a juster recognition 

Of claims which haven't as yet been understood; 
Large National aid for thorough abolition 

Of what precipitates an annual flood. 

We want our rivers' tributaries dammed. 
And, taking in our critical situation ; 

From our plethoric treasury, so crammed. 
Demand an extra large appropriation. 
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Oar Deed is urgent. Congress now, if ever. 
Must help us dam the feeders of our river, 
'Twould be a grand thing oould we thus possess 
Ten thousand billion gallons, more or less. 
In natural reservoirs among the hills, 
And draw it thence in rivers or in rills, 
To meet emergencies as they might rise 
And keep our river of a uniform size; 
Thus, with the melting of the earlier snow, 
We'd hold the river to an even flow. 
And having once secured this glorious boon. 
We'd hear no more of overflows in June. 

This plan is feasible, we have no doubt. 
And only National aid will help us out; 
Then very promptly let the entire West 
Discuss this matter with more vim and zest. 
Then from the coflFers of rich Uncle Sam 
We'll get sufficient money for our dam ! 



THOSE AWFUL BANGS. 

O 

In wearing bangs the girls have grown so stupid, 
That young men, shocked — have turned their backs 

on Cupid, 
Who seeks "Olympus" in his blank despair 
And asks his mother — "Does she bang her hair?" 

At once, in wild, derisive laughter rang! 

"Ha ha! — just think it! — *Venu&' with a bang!" 

Then stately "Jano" enters on the scene 

With brow uncovered and a queenly mein, 

And says — "The modern bang is a disgrace. 

Marring the beauty of the fairest face, 

By covering up what nature meant to show — 

A broad, expressive, intellectual brow — 

Henceforth the influence of the ^Olympian Heaven'' 

To banishment of bangs, shall all be given!" 

When "Cupid" had received this information 
He prompt resumed his old time occupation 
And never flies an arrow from his bow 
Except it be at some fair, bangless brow! 

And yet upon the whole — I will be hanged 
If I don't sometimes like a brow that's banged; 
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The fact I can't account for, 'tis so strange 
That time should make so radical a change; 
They're really good for hiding wrinkled brows 
Of superannuated maids Rndfrows! 

Thus on our former utterance we hedge 
And to the fashion our adherance pledge, 
And will agree to look on with delight, 
Which exer fashion advocates as right! 



" NIP AND TUCK," 

O 

"Ben," full of brag, 

Bets that his nag 

In any race, will take the rag! 

"Jim" says:— "Well met, 

1*11 take that bet, 

And win it too, don't you forget!" 

Three feet apart 
They make the start. 
With bounding pulse and beating heart- 
Just see them go. 
Hi! Don't they though? 
Cavoorting o'er the frozen snow! 

"Ben" feels he must 

Succeed or bust. 

And in his "trotter" puts his trust, 

As on they dash 

Like lightning flash. 

Suggestive of a coming smash! 

With flashing eyes 

Each driver plies 

The lash, as o'er the course he flies! 
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A mile a minute, 

There's money in it 

And each is certain he will win it! 

Ah! "Ben" take heed 

"Jim's" in the lead. 

There's music in that sorrel steed! 

Then ends the fun, 

The deed is done — 

"Jim's" sorrel mare has bravely won! 

And when 'tis known 

About the town. 

That "Ben" by "Jim" has been done brown! 

I have my fears 

That jibes and jeers. 

Will often vex the loser's ears! 



THE LOST SOUL. 



Out on the pathless wastes of air 
Beyond all human ken or care 
With an unutterable despair 

The spirit takes its flight! ' 
And vainly gazes on its way 
To catch one single glimmering ray 
Indicative of coming day, 

Through the Cimmerian night! 

On* on! through fearful nothingness, 
Through gloomy spaces, measureless, 
There's naught but howling hideousness 

Meets his despairing cry! 
As with the fleetness of the wind, 
A living, immaterial mind 
He onward flies, in hopes to find 

Some place in which to die! 

'Tis those who've rashly sown "wild oats," 
And thus can't promptly meet life's notes. 
To whom — when asked for an extension — 
"Time" answers, "ATo/"— in sharp declension! 
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Those who've serrecl self with too much zeal, 
Will vainly make this Isist appeal, 
And, being refused, will beat tbe air 
With inexpressible despair! 

An earthy life, of pride and lost. 
Has but one outcome — "dust to dust'' — 
For, having drained life's pleasures dry, 
There's nothing left it, but to die! 
Its hodf/ thrust beneath the sod, 
Its future, we must leave witii God ! 



LIFE'S LESSONS. 



Life, from its infinitely strange beginning, 

Down to its equally mysterious end. 
Counts multitudes of failures to one inning — 

A hundred "censors" to one real friend. 

In youth we heard the oft repeated story 
Of those who'd tested life for three score years, 

That while their pleasures bad been transitory, 
No year had been exempt from pain and tears! 

Their youth had promised freedom from disaster, 
As o'er life's paths they trod with sandaled feet — 

With **self assertion," they were bound to master 
The difficulties they were sure to meet! 

Along their way, love's lights should always shine. 
No shadows on their path should ever fall. 

Friendship should always worship at their shrine, 
In which should be no element of gall. 

To-day, there's scarce a youth but what determines 
That in his life, the thorns shall all bear roses — 

That life for him, means diamonds, silks and ermines. 
In spite of all an adverse fate proposes! 
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We were young onoe, and in onr torn have tried 
To gather roses from life's "prickly thorn," 

And in the sharp resulting angoish cried, 
"I would to heaven I had ne'r been bom!" 

Under such circumstances, Oh how sweet, 
To turn from earthly joys — so poor at best — 

And hear, as we approach the mercy seat, . 
"Come unto Me, and I will give yon rest" 

Gladly we turn from earth's delusive toys. 

In answer to Thy loving invitation. 
To find in Thee, O Father, lasting joys, 

In large excess of all anticipation! 

In other hearts let heavenly grace distil, 

'Til fired by an enthusiasm warm, 
They move with an indomitable will 

And bravely take the Kingdom of heaven by storm ! 



CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

O 

Flashes of sunlight, waving, come and go. 

Like laughing fairies dancing o'er the snow, 

When, with a sudden gush of joy, there swells 

Soft, silvery music from a hundred bells, 

Hung in quaint towers, beneath old time-worn spires — 

Built generations since by sainted sires — 

Who taught their children here to sing and pray. 

And quietly living, calmly passed away 

To join the chorus of the Lords Anointed, 

To whom their lives and lips so clearly pointed. 

The soul thus chastened by these mellow chimes 
Bolls back in thought to those Judean times, 
When angels flashed in beauty on the night, 
And wandering shepherds heard with strange delight, 
Their song of sweetness, ushering Jesus' birth, 
Breathing "good will to men, and peace on earth!" 

That sweet old story, told in prose or rhyme, 
Seems sweeter yet in every Christmas chime 
That floats to me — on angel pinions borne 
Through the crisp air of this December morn! 



TO ANNE ESTELLE. 



Ghristmas Morning, 1888. 
o 

Oh beaatifol bloom from the gardeu of God, 
With the sweet blae eyes and the golden hair; 

No rose ever bloomed on earthly sod. 
That could with her delicate beauty compare! 

While we may not unravel the threads of the years 

Whose secrets are locked in the bosom of fate, 
We will trust the "Weird Sisters" in using their shears 

Will see that life's best things do not come too late! 

♦ 

Were it possible, I would not wish to attain 
Full knowledge of what's in the future for h^, 

But that joy may crown sorrow, and pleasure crown 
pain 
I pray witiioat thought ot what else may occur! 

Behind those blue orbs, dwells a beautiful soul, 
A recognized spark from a source that's divine, 

May purity, virtue, and truth, be the goal 
To attain which her energies all shall combine! 

And when "Father Time" with his merciless tpuch 
Shall have furrowed her forehead and silvered her 
hair, 
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As Christ says, the "Kingdom of Heaven's" of such 
We can certainly trust the dear child to his care! 

On this bright Christmas morn as these sentiments 
swell 
In grandfather's bosom, for "Anne Estelle," 
May the arms of the Father dear Estelle enfold 
As they did the sweet Bethlehem "Christ child" 
of old! 



THE EMPTY CHAIR. 



A Christmas CaroL 

o 

Tonng man! 

A word with yon, it yon have bo objections — 

I wish to reach yon through your heart's afFectioDS, 

'Til your responsive soul, through moistened eyes. 

Proclaims I've touched your tenderest sympathies! 

And you resolve some loving heart to cheer 

Ere the glad advent of the coming year! 

And what can better life's sad burdens lift 

Than love's fond souvenir — "a Christmas gift! " 

Do not your thoughts sometimes revert to home. 
From which you almost wish you'd never come? 
And the dear mother — now advanced in years — 
How oft her eye is dim with silent tears, 
As, in her dull routine of daily care 
She reverently dusts that "empty chair." 

"The chair" you occupied so long ago — 
When first she taught your lisping tongue to crow; 
From which— a sceptered, autocratic "mite" — 
You aired your infant mandates with delight, 
Which dropped like diamond chippings from your 

tongue, 
'Til her whole being on your accents hun^! 
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"That chair" — a throne, yourself — a regnant king, 
Whose joyous chirrups made the welkin ring! 

Since then, the drifting years have come and gone, 
Witnessing moral battles lost and won! 
Then please permit a friend to ask a question, 
Aud follow it with a pertinent suggestion! 

Is not some boon companion's ribald scoflp 
Slowly wearing virtue's enamel off? 
It possibly already's grown so thin 
That you are contemplating some dark sin. 

If so, a stranger's protestations heed, 
Think of the loving hearts to ache and bleed. 
And listen to the following thought or two. 
Which I have written purposely for you! 

Now that your sympathetic heart is shaken, 
Let grand, determinate purposes awaken! 
'Til you resolve to break with sensuous sin, 
And conscientious approbation win ! 

If you've a mother, write to her to-night. 
And tell her truly! — tell her — "honor bright" — 
That though your past has, like a sneaking thief. 
Robbed her of joy, and sown her life with grief. 
Henceforth your motto shall be— "up! and on!" — 
Until life's battle has been grandly won! 

Then break away from "Ignis Fatuus" charms. 
And find safe refuge in that mother's arms — 
And your reward shall be the silent joy 
With which she welcomes home her wayward boy! 
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And when, in after years, to you 'tis given 
To think of her — "a sainted one," in Heaven — 
The memory of her pure, unsullied kiss 
Will give your life an untold wealth of bliss! 

And when your children clamber on your knees, 
Shouting, "A story, father, now do please!" 
Then, as your own parental instincts yearn 
Toward the darlings, you'll begin to learn. 
In all the world there is no "treasure trove" 
Has half the value of a parent's love! 



"THOUGHTS OF GOD." 

O 

(See Isaiah 9, 6.) 
o 

Almighty God — creations life and soul — 
Who holdest all things in thy vast control; 
Spirit of wisdom — counsellor divine, 
How wonderful the names thou dost combine! 
Which all, converging to a point, express 
Infinity of love and righteousness! 

Oh wondrous God! my heart goes out to Thee, 
As thou hast thus expressed thyself to me. 
Mighty and everlasting, wise and just — 
Embodying thyself to me in dust. 
Through Jesus Christ, the man, the Prince of Peace, 
Whose precious influence will never cease! 

Oh thou first cause, from whom all being trends 
In vast procession for thine own grand ends. 
Help me to realize in some degree. 
All that thy love is working out for me! 

As some faint outline of thy plan I trace 
For the uplifting of this earth-bom race, 
I bow in adoration, and exclaim. 
All honor to thy great and glorious name! 



228 

In the large wisdom that could designate 
The wondrous plans thou didst elaborate — 
In the omniscience which could penetrate 
The fearful depths where silence held her seat — 
In the "All Presence" which could permeate 
Vast empty spaces, lying enervate — 

In the "All Potency" to then create 

Those glorious orbs, which on their annual race, 

Sweep through vast cycles of both time and space. 

And, bound to their centre, by an unseen force. 

Obedient to it, plunge along their course, 

I recognize my God — the central Sun, 

Round which, all worlds in their vast orbits run! 

Father Almighty! — Thou art wonderful — 
The primal cause — ^the permeating soul 
Of nature's life — its sustenance and stay — 
Without thy presence, all would pass away! 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL-1890. 



Dreaming — I stood beside a Christmas tree 
Where all was joy, and glad hilarity! 
Large fires were cheerful with their glowing brands, 
And bright eyes flashed and children clapped their 

hands; 
Expensive toys hung low from many a bough — 
"TAe inspiration for a general row!'' 
Such happiness— it did me good to see; 
Those boisterous children shouting in their glee! 

But all too soon, I felt a shadow fall, 

It scarcely now seemed Christmas night at all; 

As, leaving the distribution of these gifts, 

I ploughed my way through deep December drifts, 

'Til soon I stood beside the half closed door 

Of one I knew was miserably poor! 

My heart sank in me with a sudden chill 

As entering in, I found it cold and still! 

Listening — I heard in whispered under-breath, 

^'Oood God; and must we slowly freeze to death?'' 

I drew a match and struck a light 
And it revealed a cheerless sight! 
Without a light — without a fire — 
Brother, sister, mother, sire, 
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Huddled together in one bed, 
Their only covering one poor spread, 
One blanket and an overcoat, 
Leaving uncovered, feet and throat! 
With staring eyes, obstructed nose, 
Bheumatic joints and freezing toes! 

'Til shrinking from the consciousness, 
That winter wrought such wretchedness, 
'Mongst those to whom relentless fate. 
Had been so sadly obdurate, 

I waked — and is it possible? I said. 

There are some people famishing for bread. 

Who feel the grip of poverty and want. 

With empty coal bins, and with clothing scant, 

With wretched shoes through which the wind and 

snow. 
When they expose themselves, are sure to go? 
Frozen all day — they freezing— go to bed 
With empty stomachs and with aching head; 
With eyes, in which despondent tear-drops start; 
And, what is worse than all, a breaking heart! 

Can it be true, that only one short square 
Can intervene between such blank despair. 
And all the boisterous joy, and life, and light. 
That fills so many a festive home to-night? 

' Tis true, alas; and this is also true, 

Eesponsibility must rest with you; 

You've no escape, there is no open door, 

'Twas Christ who said, "J leave with you my poor!'' 
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Close not your ears to poverty's sad cry ! 
From what God loans you, you can well supply 
Tour family needs, it may be first, and then. 
See that you don't forget your fellowmen! 

The fire-king's messenger too often comes 
With desolation to our cherished homes; 
And, in the interval between two days 
Blasts all our cherished hopes in lurid blaze; 
With licking flames his fiery steeds he lashes 
'Til naught is left to us but dust and ashes! 

We all remember how, not long ago, 

"A kicking cow" laid poor Chicago low. 

And how "Destruction," with his red-hot hoofs 

Went crashing through old Boston's mansard roofs; 

'Til furious fire fiends, fanning fearful flames. 

Ghoul-like, grinned gleeful, at their ghastly games! 

Oh, men of wealth! be wise, humane and just! 
Eemembering — all you have — you hold in trust! 
That God, to you, this wealth has mainly given. 
That with it, you may bridge your way to heaven! 

Start out, and life's ambrosial nectar quaflF, 
In listening to the merry, jocund laugh, 
Of those who in their time of saddest need. 
You've helped, by kindly word and Christlike deed! 

" To-day," distribute of your surplus bread, 
" To-morrow," the needy may be dying — dead! 
Be warned in season, and ere 'tis too late, 
Admiuipter, "yourself/' on your estate! 
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If you're designing some grand charity. 
By which you hope to bless posterity! 
And should you wish the details all fulfilled. 
Do if yourself! and doing if, be sfrottg willed! 
For 'tis well known, that many a wealthy man, 
Devoting years to working out his plan. 
Fixed things so firmly in his well-drawn will, 
With legal phrase and frequent codicil. 
That he was satisfied; " 'Tis done," he said, 
"My memory will be cherished when I'm dead!" 

He died, but was no sooner out of sight. 
Than his executors began to fight 
Over the phrasing of the long drawn will, 
Picking to pieces, every codicil! 

Then legal men, executors and heirs, 
Divided up his wealth in equal shares! 
'Til it would seem as if his restless bones, 
Would follow them with curses and with groans! 

I'll tell you how you can avoid all this, 
And daily quaflf life's purest, sweetest bliss! 
Before you're fairly laid upon the shelf. 
Endow some ^'royal charity'' yourself! 
And carrying out its details, one by one, 
Never let up 'til all the work is done! 

To those who have a liberal heart and hand, 
God opens ways they can't misunderstand! 
If you would taste life's very sweetest joys, 
Go build a "home" for outcast orphan boys! 
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Or cheerful "homes" for those poor aged men 
Who've lost life's grip, and can't get hold again ! 

For every charity you have endowed, 
For every rift you've made in sorrow's cloud, 
By rendering needy ones your friendly aid. 
For every kindly thing you've done or said. 
For every time you've opened some dark door, 
And through it, let the warm sweet sun-light pour, 
An angel stands, recording every day. 
Each sweet, unselfish thing you do or say! 

Each gift you have, from humane promptings given, 
Will furnish you a stepping-stone to heaven. 
And every tear you wipe from sorrow's eyes, 
Shall ''score one tally" in the ''Grand Assizer 






Oh Babylon ! Fair Babylon ! 

Bright home of the "Elite" and "Ton," 

From night 'til morn and thence 'til noon 

Life's like a fragrant day in June; 

Thy fleeting days and streaming nights 

Are panoramas of delights, 

So facinating heart and brain. 

That life seems one long sweet refrain! 

There are blazing halls on many a street 
Where Cinderellas with fairy feet, 
With feverish pulse and a faultless zone — 
With ruby lii)s and a jesting tone, 
Glide down the dreamy sensuous dance 
With some bold libertine, met by chance; 
While her dimpled hand with bejeweled fingers 
In the strangers grasp confidingly lingers, 
'Til he feels emboldened to breathe in her ear 
Words that no virtuous woman should hear! 

While her willowy movement, bare bosom and arms. 
Suggesting so many invisible charms, 
Makes a really dangerous fascination 
Of an otherwise harmless recreation! 
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Let us tarry, and study this holiday tide — 
As it surges aud jostles from side to side; 
Where beauty and fashion, intolerant strive, 
On Vanity Fair's most attractive drive; 
No chances are here for the sons of distress, 
Where the ruling spirit is selfishness; 
Still many, life's heaviest burdens will bear 
For a brief hour's flirtation in **Vanity Fair!" 

That beautiful horse with the stately tread, 
Has been right royally groomed and fed 
By a well-known merchant and millionaire 
Who gives him his most unremitting care; 
And that fast trotting animal over the way, 
Attached to that brightly bedizened sleigh. 
With its charming jingle of Christmas bells 
Belongs to a pair of society swells ! 

'Tis dijficult quite, to portray in words 
The gorgeousness of the beautiful birds, 
Of «very charming and unknown feather 
That grotesque fashion has joined together; 
Which, perched artistically on it. 
Make up the brilliant modern bonnet! 

Here come those robes that women prize! 

The cynosure of envious eyes. 

The rich and creamy seal skin sacques. 

So proudly covering our matron's backs; 

While 'round the corner, the husband grows old 

In his strenuous efforts to gather in gold; 
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Not satisfied, 'til, as a millionaire. 
He outshines all others in "Vanity Fair!" 
And when we have taken the whole thing in, 
Ttti "tout ensemble" is pride and stn\ 

Ah, Babylon! — strange Babylon! 
Why, must your hours to follies run? 
When over there, with stately grace. 
With scorn and pity in her face, 
"Historic Wisdom" stands and cries, 
When will ye foolish ones be wise? 

Why sacrifice your life for treasure? 

Why waste your strength in wooing pleasure? 

Who is simply a heartless, shameless jade, 

With folJy for her stock in trade; 

To gain her ends, she'll barter Heaven, 

And break her pledge as sogn as given! 

Come, drink from wisdom's deepest well, 
Don't trade life's "kernel" for its shell; 
But binding **truth" about your brows — 
Take "Virtue" for your life-long spouse! 

Ponder these thoughts in random rhyme; 
Develop "will-muscle," begin to climb — 
That by perseverance, you may in time, 
Make an otherwise useless life, sublime! 



MIDNIGHT. NEW YEARS. 1884. 

O 

I hear the flapping of his wings 

As "Father Time" renews his flight; 

The old year dies — a new year springs 
To life, upon the silent night! 

Fate's iron tongue has tolled 

The knell of "Eighty-four," 
A New Year brightly dawns, the old — 

Passing — is known no more! 

A giant springs to birth. 

Whose strong, o'ermastering soul 
Shall hold one year, throughout the earth. 

Unlimited control! 

On silent hinges swing 

His daily opening gates. 
Through which the fleeting zephyrs fling 

The fast receding dates! 

To-day alone is ours, 

To-morrow'll never dawn 
Until life's f osy-footed hours 

Are taken out of pawn! 
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Thus days and weeks pass on — 
Thus months and years roll by — 

Until weeks, months and years are gone 
To swell eternity! 

Henceforth, no duty shirk, 

But with strong, brave endeavor, 

Make for yourselves, through earnest work. 
Names that shall live forever! 



MIDNIGHT. NEW YEARS, 1890. 



While Eighty-nine is saying his adieus, 
And sorrowfully stepping down and out, 
Young "Eighteen Ninety," with a song and shout, 
Is putting on his predecessor's shoes. 

Then silently, as midnight moments pass. 

And centuries, from out the shadowy gloom. 

Are beckoning their associate to the tomb. 

Old "Father Time" hands the "New Year" his glass. 

With this remark, if you'd retain the power 
Which nature is entrusting to your hand, 
You must persistently exhaust the sand 
From either end, alternately, each hour. 

This wise precaution he thought best to take, 
That "Ninety" might his hourly vigils keep 
Over poor mortals, who would gladly sleep 
If they were certain he would keep awake! 

To-day's a milestone, where pedestrians stop 
To ask, how in the rough and tumble strife. 
Which more or less, fills every year of life, 
They may triumphantly come out on top? 
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If yon will listen to advice from one 

Who has for more than two score years and ten 

Caref nlly studied up his fellow men 

He'll tell you how he thinks' it may be done. 

If you on "Truth and Honor" plant your feet, 
With common sense and science at command, 
And give to virtuous deeds your heart and hand. 
All previous records you are bound to beat! 

For 'tis the verdict of say nine in ten. 
That where one's life is run in virtue's mold 
The outcome can't be otherwise than gold, 
And he'll be honored by his fellowmen! 

While thoughtful men, of every age and clime. 
Will point to him as one who nobly stood 
For his convictions — lofty, pure and good — 
And in the process— made his life sublime! 



IN "CHRIST'S" NAME. 



Mercury, Zero, November, 1890. 

My friend of course you know 
The mercury's getting low, 

And will be lower — 
But if you don't, you should, 
And send a load of wood 

To warm the poor! 

Go, enter that poor shanty 
Whose coverings are so scanty, 

And shelves so bare 
Of things to eat and drink. 
That one would almost think 

They lived on air! 

And see that invalid sire 
Attempt to start a fire 

On that cold hearth — 
In vain he looks for coal — 
He scarce can find — poor soul — 

A nickel's worth! 

Then hear that girl and brother 
Begging that suffering mother, 
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To give them bread' 
While listenisg to their cries 
Her heart within her lies 

Heavy as lead! 

Say! — shall that family expire 
In wretchedness, for lack of fire 

And clothes and food? 
It isn't sympathy they need, 
Bnt good warm clothes, and wholesome feed, 

And coal and wood! 

If you have never yet made trial 
Of the sweets of self denial. 

Begin to-day — 
Pull on your boots at once and go 
And help to mitigate the woe 

Across the way! 

Whether illiterate, or a scholar — 
Hand to the sufferer a dollar, 

And don't forget it — 
The memory of that one good deed 
Will bless you in your time of need — 

You'll ne'er regret it! 

Do not allow yourself to tickle 

Your modest conscience with a nickel, 

Nor yet a dime — 
For if you faithfully explore 
Your full resources, you'll give more 

Every time! 
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Thus doing — bye and bye, you'll hear 
In heavenly tones, distinct and clear, 

"Brother, well done — 
As you have gone through self denial 
And much of discipline and trial 

You've Heaven won!" 

"And as while on the Earth, you bore 
The burden of my suffering poor 

So willingly, 
Henceforth in glorious fields supernal, 
The untold joys of *Life Eternal' 

You'll share with me!" 



BEULAH. 

O 

And now the author, with a cordial clasp, 
Besponsive to your warm and friendly grasp, 
Begs leave to say: — in muscle, nerve and brain, 
We're nearing Autumn, when the golden grain — 
The ripened product of "Love, Truth and Hope" — 
Awaits the reaper on Life's western slope! 

From this time on, with strong, determinate will. 

Life's noblest, grandest purpose to fulfill. 

We'll once more run deep furrows through Life's field; 

'Til all obnoxious, selfish growths are killed. 

And when at last the Beaper sweeps the plain. 

Thrusting the sickle in the standing grain, 

It shall in ripeness drop upon the sod. 

For swift transferrence to the barns of God! 



EVOLUTION AND THE BOOK OF GENESIS. 



The duty of all earnest seekers after Truth, is to watch the 
Scientist, as he stands face to face with nature in his persistent 
effort to force open her doors, and as he, from his advanced posi- 
tion throws down a thought for our inspection, claiming that 
it is "Truth," it is the part of Wisdom for us to examine the 
claim without prejudice, and in a prayerful spirit, seek a divine 
illumination, in the light of which it will be impossible for us to 
go astray. 

Assuming the theory of evolution to be true, how can we 
reconcile it with our ideas of a personal God and our personal 
relations to Him ? In the first place we must take in the thought 
of his immensity in the duration of his being, as well as in the 
extent of his imiverse, in which He literally "lives and moves," 
brooding over, and permeating it with His own vitality; an ever 
present force, finding its expression in every form of life; when 
we fairly grasp this thought we shall see that God takes no 
thought of time as we do, and we will have no difficulty in be- 
lieving that in accordance with a well matured plan, "Man" may 
have advanced from the initial "cell" or "protoplasm," to his 
present physical and intellectual conditions, through ages of 
growth and transitional development in accordance with the law 
of his being, and when the Creator had brought him through all 
these growths to a point where the animal instinct was to 
develop into reason and the conscious possession of a power 
enabling him to deliberate as to relative values, and to choose 
between two opposite courses of moral action, tending to di- 
rectly opposite results, bearing with them severally commenda- 
tion or censure; what is more natural or supposable than that 
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Ood should embody the fact to the oonoeption of the crude 
mind of the writer of Genesis, in the statement that ''€k)d said 
let ns make man in onr own image." And thus we see that 
when man, in his development, reached that point where in- 
stinct gave place to reason and a conscious personality, he be- 
came, in the langaage of the bible, '*a living sonl," because the 
infinitely spiritual God had breathed into him the breath of His 
own, and therefore a new and spiritual life! In those early 
days of dawning moral consciousness, how natural that man 
should go to excess in the recognized possession of sensuous 
channels through which he might derive enjoyment in the will- 
ful indulgence of those appetites, which in the conditions of in- 
stinct, had been normal and healthy, and without moral resx>on8- 
ibility ; and here is just where the sin comes in, in the conscious- 
ness of a willfully wrong choice, deliberately made, after balanc- 
ing the considerations presented to the mind for and against the 
indulgence. So we find man in his first appearance on the stage 
of intelligent life, possessing but a feeble moral perception, and 
consequently but a small moral responsibility. God selected 
"Adam" from all the then members of the Human family of pro- 
gressing animal life, that he might, through him and his poster- 
ity, bring about the grand destiny He had in store for the Race, 
viz; **the gradual development of a character in sympathy with 
His own," and He foresaw what we now, in the light of experience, 
know to be true, that moral character could only be established 
by the individuals exposure to temptation, in the necessity of a 
consciously deliberate choice between a seeming physical good, 
imperious in its cravings for indulgence and promising immedi- 
ate sensuous pleasure, and a self-denying abstinence from the 
indulgence in obedience to a felt law of his higher spiritual na- 
ture. The fact of such a choice placed before a moral being in- 
volves, of necessity, the possibility of a wrong choice and con- 
sequent sin; there was no alternative, man must be thus exposed 
to temptation, in the certainty that he might sin, or he must be 
made to run like a machine, in pre-arranged ruts, in obedience 
to an arbitrary law of his being, which he could not break, be- 
cause he would have no choice in the matter. So we see God 
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had no alternative; man must be trained for a moral resemblance 
to Himself by discipline, just such as He used with the crude 
specimens of humanity of the early days of the race, as we trace 
it through the skeleton records of the Old Testament; seeming- 
ly harsh in its legal enactments and rigorous in visiting trans- 
gression with swift punishment. Brutal natures cannot feel 
the force of love as an inspiring motive, and all appeals to it 
fail to produce the desired result — obedience. Such natures 
will yield to fear of penalty only, as a deterrent from the com- 
mission of wrong; and so God, step by step, led the race up, 
holding on to them by utterances of wisdom and exhibitions of 
power intersperced with mercies, communicated through Ab- 
raham, Moses, Samuel, David and later prophets. And He thus 
showed Himself to them as they were able to comprehend Him, 
in a gradual unfolding, until in the "fullness of time" Christ 
came, manifesting "the fullness of the Godhead bodily." 

This view of man's origin, as created by God from the dust 
of the Earth; coming up from infinitessimal beginnings, through 
instinct to reason, throws light on portions of scripture narrative 
which have always troubled reb'gious thinkers. Adam and his 
family were wonderfully pushed forward from instinct to a con- 
sciousness of their higher nature by a direct inspiration from 
the Almighty, so that it may well be said that when "Cain" and 
"Abel" were grown to young manhood, Abel had developed his 
spiritual nature toward God, loving the right, and trying to live 
up to his convictions; Cain, on the contrary, though Uke Abel, 
a child of Adam, the newly spiritualized man, was essentially 
savage, partaking largely of the brutal instincts of his not far 
removed animal ancestry, and when he yielded to outrageous 
passion, resulting in the murder of his brother, and was rebuked 
by his Creator, it was an easy thing for him to find in his ban- 
ishment from Adam, congenial spirits among the unspiritualiz- 
ed families of the race. Thus Cain "went out from the presence 
of the Lord and dwelt in the land of Nod," where he would be 
more at home in the exercise of his savage will and the gratifi- 
cation of his lower nature, than he could possibly be among his 
own immediate kindred who were rapidly rising to a full recog- 
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nition of, and obedience to, the claims of a personal responsibil- 
ity to a personal God! This view throws li^ht on anomer diffi- 
cult passagre which has perplexed thoughtful readers of the 
Bible, where it is said "the sons of God took to themselves wives 
of the daughters of men" and that the result of that intercourse 
was Snonstrous," inasmuch as it is said that "giants were bom 
to them" — probably giants in wickedness, for we well know 
when intellectual power and acuteness are allied to a savage, 
brutal nature, the offspring will possess a larger power for evil 
than otherwise, and a selfeh, grasping tyrrany will be the re- 
sult. This was more than likely, the outcome of the inter- 
course of the descendants of the God-inspired Adam, as yielding 
to their passionate impulses, they sought their unlimited grati- 
fication in the companionship of the women of the unspintual- 
ized portion of the race, among whom as yet, ariimalism had 
not developed to reason and spirituality. The fact that there 
are races of men to-day scarcely a step removed from pure ani- 
malism, and who seem to have no moral sense, goes to show 
the probable correctness of the above views. So, instead of 
militating against the Bible, this view throws light on some of 
its seemingly obscure statements, and as man in his gradual de- 
velopment of intellectual and spiritual power, has be^n able to 
take in and digest one conception of God after another, he is 
now in the fullness of time, taking in, and appropriating as the 
true food for his spiritual nature, the statement that "God so 
loved the world that he sent his only begotten Son, that whoso- 
ever beheveth on him might not perish, but have Eternal Life! " 
The belief that has in it fiie element of salvation is no more nor 
less than this: lliat the principles embodied and expressed in 
the life and teachings of "Jesus," will, when sincerely taken in- 
to the soul and made the basis on which the life is built, bring 
us into such a warm personal contact and sympathy with God 
that we are necessanl^ "one with Him," and therefore saved. 
"Christ" is our Savior m the fact that he, through an unselfish 
life of devotion to truth and purity, in an age of brutal selfislmess 
and unbridled lust, nescessarily resulting in His death, brought 
to us the blessed knowlege of the Fatherhood of God, which we 
could have gotten in no other way; as it is impossible for man to 
comprehend the spiritual qualities of God unless he sees them 
lived out in a human hfe, as it was by "Jesus;" so that the more 
we study it in its aspects of holiness and love, the more it seems 
to us "a thing of beauty" to contemplate; and in its participation 
"a joy forever!" Therefore we gladly recognize the blessed God 
in the complex title given by Isaiah; **the Mighty God, the ever- 
lasting Father, the Wonderful, the Oouasellor^ the Prince of 
Peace"— all in one— one in all! S. I, 



